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STKATHMOEE 



There are depths :n >ran that go the lengths of lowest Hell, as there are 
fafiighte tiiat reach highest Heaven ; for are not both Heaven and Hell made 
om of ]|]]|^ inadB lif hko, tfvorlMtlng lOzidA tBdllTMeigrtiUktlie is? 

OMMoa cmnot be Idred.— Sts Thomas Bbowvc's " Urn BuriaL" 

Clood and evil we know, in the field of this world, grow up tc^flwr tlliiiost 
inseparably ; and the knowledge of good is so involved and interwoven with 
the knowledge of evil, that those confused seeds which were imposed upon 
Psyche as an incesa&iit telioiir to eoll out tad toitMlilidiQr not mom 
intennixed.— Milton. 
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CHAPTER L 

THE ASHES IN THE LAMP. 

Thebe was no moment when Lady Vavasour was 

so resistless as in negligee in her own dressing-room. 
With half the pearls and diamonds of her regalia 
glittering on her in the presence-chamber of St. 
James's or the Tuileries, though perhaps more daz- 
zling, she was less dangerous, than reclining among 
her cushions like the odalisque of a harem, with the 
light softlj shaded and the air scented with attar of 
i-oses, with her shuwer of hair unloosed, and the folds 
of some texture^ white as snow, or deUcate in colour- 
ing as the blush on the opal, half enshrouding, half 
unveilmg her, as the sea-foam the goddess. She was 
so lovely, then, at midnight or morning ; and it was a 
privacy wherein so few saw her, while of even those 
few, each believed himself the only one ! 

Strathmore looked at her where she lay, with her 
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feet softly sheathed in pearl-broidered slippers, ood a 
slight smile of amused reverie just parting her lips. 
It was tlie morning after IJermniy and lie thought of 
the hint that had been thrown out to him the night 
before, with disdainful ridicule, and bitter scorn of 
the man wlio had emj)loye(l such methods to implant 
the lie lie had not even dared repeat. Long ago at 
White Ladies he had auspeeted where the root of 
Erroll's bitterness uj»on her lay ; in the last few \^ ceks 
at Auteuil Ills suspicion iiad strengthened into cer- 
tainty, and this morning, as he felt her hand wander 
over his brow where he lay at her feet, he repented 
that he had allowed the memory of any friendship to 
stay him, and that he had not washed out with fitter 
ponishinent the coward eary lini; had sought to re-* 
venge itself on him by the suggestion of a hideous 
smpieion. Truly all better things are swept away 
betwixt men, when once the face of a woman has 

OOBie between liiem I 

^ What are you thinking o^ caro I she asked him, 
aMy touching his h»r. 

"I was thinking — ^how many would make you faith- 
kss to me if they could." 

^What a wide field for speGidatioii--theie are 
hundreds ! Well, if they saceeeded, I diouid not ex- 
pect you to complain." 

<<Hush! Do not jest about that." 

"Why nott ** she laughed. **Love wisely taken is 
a jest, you know. You would have no right to com- 
plain, Cecil. One may be queen of all the world, but 
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Bol 80vere^ of Oneself ; and our bearls are like Ben 
JoDsoOi^s 'blow-balls,' now bere, now there, wherever 
tbe winds of diance and caprice like to float them. 
TMeedy I i^tild expect you to take your conge witb 
the most tranquil grace. Come I wbat would you do 
if I said I loTdd you no longer! " 

The qnestion was asked wi& that mocking malice 
which was pait and parcel of her nature ; this deli- 
cate, yoathfid creatiire loTed to torture I His pas- 
sionate eyes looked up into hers with the jeatons lore 
of Othello. 

^ Do ! Gkxi knows ! Take your life or my own — 
crboth!'' 

The answer was not wholly a jest, too deep a mean- 
ing lay in the look he fastened on her and the uncon- 
sdoos -vibration of his Toice ; and, for once, she felt a 
vague terror at the force of the love she had delighted 
to excite and feed^ till it lost all reason in its madness; 
for once she fell that she had roused what she conid 
not 80 easily alky, and that the weakness she triumphed 
and tyrannised over, was a strength which migiit one 
day menace her, when no weids of hers would be able 
to soothe it away. For the moment she f eamd the woik 
of her own will, the next she gloried in her })ower, 
and laughed, heat white iingm caressingly wandering 
among the dark chesnnt waves of his hair. 

^ What a horrible answer, Cecil ! One w^uld think 
we were in the Cinque Cental You swift, silent 
Straihmores have much m6re of the Italian- in you 
than ui the English nature. You ought to be a Co- 

b2 
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lonna or a Maiatesta, with the steel in your sleeve, 
and the poison in your ring. What I has one love 
become so necessary to you, that life Would be un- 
bearable without it ? Oh, Luciif er, Sou of Morning, 

]]ioW art ihou fallen T' 

But my fall has opened heaven to me, not e:uled 

me froni it," smiled Str;ithinore, as he lay at her feet. 

u^vVhy do you wonder at my answer ^ Love kaa 

^^^^ed to crime in its agony more than once since the 

^< perhaps — but not in our world ^" 

Where passion enters all worlds have the same 
law ! You have made me learn the same madness as 

an Israelite learnt from Mariamue a thousand years 
ago, as twice a thousand a Spartan learnt from Cle- 
onice. 

Who both taught it to be slain by it I What an 
ominous souvenir I You would not slay inCj Cecil I ** 
And the loosened tresses swept against his brow^ 
and b*^'i' eyes looked laughingly yet lovingly into his. 

<^ Almost I could, rather than other eyes should 
feast on you* Ah^ Marion I when men love as I love^ 
they loathe the very daylight to look on what they 
idolise." 

<^ Tu es /ouy" she interrupted him, but the words 
were spoken so softly that they were themselves a 

caress. it is a madness, Cecil ! But why, I wonder, 
are men who love us as you do, imperiously, avari- 
ciously^ jealously, and would hate us as pitilessly. 
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always most dear to women I Whyt It is very 

**Wliyf Because you know no love^ worth the 

name, ever yet bore tlie shadow of a share in what it 
loved ; because you delight to feel yourselyes the mis- 
tresses of a man^s life, and taste yonr power to give 
him iiiiyeiy or rapture, to jneld him a god's deliglit, or 
cast him out to worse torture than the cursed ! To 
learn how men can loye^ women must be loved as I 
love vou/' 

" Ah, my coid, proud Strathmore, what lava flames 
lay beneath the ice ! " she murmured^ while the smile 
still hovered on her lips. You did not know your 
own nature till I loved you I " 

As she stooped towards him, her caress lingering on 
his brow, the forward movement dislodged a note 
which lay among the laces, silks, and Eastern stuffs 
piled on her luxurious couch, so that it fell, with its 
superscription upward, upon Strathmore's arm. He 
took it up to tlirow it towards a table which stood 
near, attaching no import to it, but Lady Vavasour 
with a quick movement intei^osed her hand, and as 
iie gave it to her he caught sight of the handwriting. 
Coupled with the memories of the night that was 
just passed, it struck on Strathmoie with a keener 
suspicion. 

^^You correspond with Enroll he said, quickly, 
keeping the note in his hand. 

"I invite him to dinner, and he uiiswers me," she 
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said, carelessly, with a little half-wqyr ess e d yawn; 

''and I do it pretty often, since he is so adored a 
frIiMHl (if yours." 

Is this a dinner acceptation ! 

" No, a refnsaL I fancy Milly Mostyn said aone- 
thin<^ about his ijoiiiir b.ick to England." 

She had moved her Imiid again as if to receive the 
note, but had checked herself, and lay with her head 
resting on her arm, with nc- li^ent grace, and her 
Lishes droopuig languidly. Nothing could be more 
easUy indifferent than her manner, hoi as his eyes 
fastened on h«r, a faint colour deefiened the searshell 
Uoom on her clieeks, and Strathinore noted it with 
the swift Mooivlike jealou^ that always runs in leash 
with SDch A love as his. On his impulse he woold 
have wrenched tlie envelope open ; honour and cour- 
tesy compelled him to restrain himself, hat he did not 
give up the note. 

**Will you permit me to read this? I have my 
reasons^"' he asked her. He helieved she might le- 
i»nt, hut could not refuse hhn. 

The single prohibition was uttered with disdainful 
nonchalance and haughty sovereignty; the superb 
and <:raceful indignation of a proud woman subjected 
to a doubt that is insult. 

^Nof Why not I You claim your right to my 
confidence, I claim my title to yours.** 

bhe raised herself upon her arm from lier cushions, 
with questioning wonder in her eyes, and a smile of 
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scorn upon her lips — she, Marion Yavasour, to be 
arraigned in judcrment by a kn er who was as wax in 
her hand% and whom conid have b^t lio aoay sud^ 
cor any lolly, st her wosdl Sis to be doubted, que»- 
tioued, opi^osed I 

^ GoofideDoe I " she re-echoed, wkh a seomf ul curl 
on her lovely lips, and aa «ngry Hg^ht in her eyes, very 
new to them, for Marion Vavasour was by nature of a 
SKimy, insoiLciaat temper^ rarely troubied by imtalioa 
or hsttemess. ^What confidence can be needed in 
snch a triilc ■ You have lost jour sen^ies, Cecil, I 
think. Certainly, «nce you presume to disbelieve 
my wordy I shall not allo^w yoa to incmlt me by veci- 
fying it." 

" It is not I who have lost my senses, but you yonr 
memory^ Madame," said Stnithmore, the blacJc jealousy 
in him leapin jT into sudden life. " Discoorteoias or not, 
I must doubt either your word or your recollection, 
Thia is a strangely lengthy ^ dmner refusal.' " 

The letter, which had hidf fallen from its envelope, 
was of four pages, closely covered with many lines. 
For an Instant her oolofar deepmed and then died oat, 
leaving her cheek paie, her eyes sank beneath Ms, and 
her fluent tongue was silenL Strathmore rose to his 
feet, grasping the letter in his hand, a hideons snfr- 
picion coiling round bun, and the jealous love in him 
working up in silence. 

Since you must be in error as regards its meaning, 
Lacly Yavasoor, do you now pennit me to read this 
mere ^ dinner refusal ? ' ** 
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And M the mfjie word was launched from her hps 
in haxifrhty denial, with the awift movement peculiar 

to her she raised herself from her pile of cushions, 
caught the note in her hand, twisting it fay a lajad 
action from his hold, and held it to a 8pirit4amp, that 

Msan Imrjiing liquid perfume on the table, whicli s-tuoil, 
with her coffee, at her elhow. The flame caught, it 
Aaied ali^t, and shrivelling in a seocmd, the note fell, 
a liarmless heap of light grey ashes, into the jasper 
saacer of tlie lamp, its words destroyed, its secret 
safe. Then she laughed softly and amusedly at her 
own success — her mood chaiimnc like a child's. 

^^Amigo mio," she said, gaily, never oppose a 
woman — she will always outwit yon! While you 
have bnt one mode of Menace, we have a thousand 
resources of Finesse!" 

Lady Vavasour was laughing tranqui], at her ease 
again, now that the note was floating among the liquid 
perfume in asiies which could tell no tales. Done in 
one moment, ere he could arrest her hand or avert the 
' flame, the action literally for that moment confounded 
Strathmore, and struck liim dmub ; the next, the ab- 
horred suspicion seemed written in letters of flame 
before his eyes. His love, though an utter slavery in 
its bondage, wds imperious in its dark and bitter 
jealousy; the blood rushed over his forehead, and his 
teeth clenched hard, as he saw the ashes fall into the 
essence, and heard her low, soft laugh of triumpli. 
That letter holds a secret so dear that you destroy 
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it ! So be it, then ! I will wrench it out of the man 
who shares it I ** 

He moved to leave her pcesence, bnt^ before he 
could escape her, she raised herself from* her couch, 
and laid her hand on his arm — ^the hand that could 
hold him closely as a chain of iron : 

^ Cecil, you must be mad t Wait and listen to me^ 
Every word of her voice he was used to obey as 
though he had no law save her will; but the very 
weakness of the love she had triumphed over, made 
its ferocity when crossed with the looming shadow 
of the slightest rivalry » now he threw her hand oft 

"Listen! — joii Liive palmed one falsehood off on 
me, already, why wait tor another 1 Your own secrets 
you must keep as you will, but the man who shares 

tlieni shall answer to me—** 

You are mad, Cecil ! " cried Marion Vavasour 
again, her eyes lighting with pretty contemptuous 
anger, as of a spoiled beauty crossed in her will, 
while the slender iiaiid closed still on his arm with a 
movement that, slight as it was, might betray anxiety* 
^ I forbid you to do any such thing ! My name dis- 
puted over, as over some dancer's, or rosiere*sI I 
forbid it — will not have it ! 

Let me go I said Strathmore, so rife with passion 
that he scarce knew or heeded what he said. " Let 
me go ! You have lied to me^ and I will know what 
made the need of a lie. You burnt the letter, lest I 
should even see one word; I have a right to know 
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what those words were which most have been fsuth- 

k'ssi K'ss to ine ; 1 cannot grind it from you by force— 
I will aeek it wheie I etaif «Bd| by Ood ! if 

The words broke Monder unuttered; he cotdd not 
put into plain spt^cli the hideous thoufj^ht which he 
wotdd have disbeUeved, in the teeth of ail evidence oa 
earth or beayen, save her own witnesB against her. 
Jlis stren^tli went (Unvii under the torture of the 
mere duubt tliat she could be faithless to hiiu, aud the 
oath died away on Us Ups, which were blanched as 
death ; his love swept aside all beyowd itself ; to her 
he had nu pride, and he threw himself beside hei^ 
twining in his hands her loosened luur^ and scorching 
her brow wilii his breath. 

^1 am mad, if you will ! My God ! have pity on 
8ie» I never stooped to any living thing — stoop to 
you 1 Give a thought to another yon shall not — yon 
cannot ! For tha hive uf Heaven, tell me >vhat it is 
you hide!" 

«Nor 

^inil she thoQ^it with n w oman^s glad, pitiless 
idolatry of power bow utterly this man kyved her! 
<^ Do not Irifle with me^** mattered StralJnnore, m- 

cohcrendy t>\ i>nu^ round liis hands, in his delirious 
suffering, the golden mesht^ of her hair, as thom^ 
wititi thsA frati bond to knit her to bim throogk lafe 
and death. the truth — the iriuli I — or I 

will wrencli it fi-om the coward who has robbed me. 
No muL dio«ild tiiieve even a glance of yoois, and 
Hve 

The words were muttered in his throat, fierce in 
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their menace^ yet imploring in their pain ; his veiy 
]jfe — more than his life ! — ^hung on this woman's love. 

She saw he was no longer to be plnyed with ; slie saw 
that every syllable he said would be wrought out ; she 
saw that here — with lus jealous passions loosed — ^he 
was no more her slave, but l)ec()me her master, 
and Marion Vavasour shrank from liis grasp and fr<^m 
his gaze; — she feared the strength of what she had 
invoked. 

But she was a woman who knew well how to deal 
with the men she raled. Her hand gently touched 
his brow, and she stooped towards him with apitying, 
tender smile : 

^AhyCecill can you not trust me even in so Htde? 
So^ticI you aie unjust and cruel; I but burnt that 
letter to spare you paiii ! " 

<^ To spmre me pain ! Quick I — ^tell me all — ^all I " 

^^No/' she whispered, bending till her wooing lips 
kissed his brow ; " let it ])iiss. You know I love you 
— love but you ? Let it pass^ my dearest ! " 

^ Never I Tell me— «t onGe--M)r I se^ him this 
moment.'' 

She stooped low^er still, while her fragrant breath 
was warm on his dieek^ sad her whisper stole on hoA 
ear: 

" Then — ^theu (let it stir no words between you, 
Cecil, for my sake!) — ^but — ^your friend was very 
treacherous to yon, and that letter qcKike a love which 

was as hatLlul io me as it was craven to you. That 
is all the tmth I ll'orgive me its conceaimeat ; I would 
so gladly have saved you its pain ! " 
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CHAPTEK n. 

THE SWOOP OF THE YULTUBE. 

An hour af terwardS) Strathmore qtiitted the Bos* 
quet de Diane, and took his way across the grounds* 

He walked at his usual leisurely pace, lie liad a cigar 
in his mouth, and his manner was tranquil as usuaL 
But a dog glancing at him would have shrunk 
>vliiniiiii; iiiid frightened away, and a stranger meeting 
him, and looking at the deadly glitter in his eyes 
under their drooped lids, would hare thought, ^^that 
man is bound on a merciless errand," The hour was 
just mid-day^ the birds had ceased from song, the 
scythe lay among the unshaven grass, the vintagCT 
afar off had left their work, the very leaves hung stir- 
less. Ail nature was calm and at rest — all, save the 
same passions which have drenched the laughing earth 
in hlood, and mocked the sweet, hushed stillness of the 
summer skies, and made the fair day hideous with 
their riot, since the suns of Asia shone on the white, 
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uptumed face of the First Dead^ and the catse was 
branded on the brow of Gain. 

Strathmore crossed the £jartlcns \Wthoiit haste in 
his steps^ his hand closing on a little cane ; the blood 
of his race ran unchanged in hisveins, dark with that 
ruthless wrath which liad never viekled to the memory 
of mercy, tlie prnyers of pity, or the rights of justice, 
and which had scathed all out of its path, as the 
scythe sweeps the seeding-grass. To the woman he 
had quitted he had said but little ; but he left her to 
revenge the coward who would have robbed him, by 
such chastisement as men do not speak of to women. 
Less fully told than hinted at, less gathered by de- 
liberate evidence than grasped in all its broad, ac- 
cursed meaning, the treachery stood out black and 
bare before him. In his revenge he would have 
spared no living thing that could have risen up 
betwixt him and it; l^ad he known of any darker, 
fuller, fouler, which his birth and breeding could have 
permitted, or the age and the world allowed, he would 
have made the man he now hated drain it to the last 
drop. He had left her, soothing her fears, promising 
her no violence — left her, with the passions in his 
blood, that in darker ages far back, had trodden out 
human life pitilessly and recklessly, as so much waste 
water spilt, and had scored down with unrelenting 
bitterness the ruthless motto of a ruthless race, Slay I ^ 
and spare not." 

He walked across the grounds alone— once he 
glanced up. The radiant day seemed hot with flame. 
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and the ckmdless heaTens looked braaen in tlie %)it. 

But he went onward, still calmly, leisurely as before, 
but with the bloodhound's thirst growing stronger and 
strongs within hiro, and set but on one goal. What 
wre our passions, once let loose, but sleuth-hounds 
freed from leash, which run down all before them, 
and hunt on even to the deatht 

A breadth of sward alone separated the maisonette 
id Lady Vavasour from the yilla be7«id« He opened 
the gates and passed on, leaving the paradise oi roses 
behind him. Throufjh the glades of trees the teiTace 
which rail befolX3 tiie villa was visible, and a group of 
men were standing there. Three of them wete 
strangers to him, the fourth was Enroll, who was 
standing with a brace of setters at his feet, behind 
htm the open window of the dark oak Hbraiy he had 
just quitted, before him all the Hght of the summer 
noontide. 

Strathmore saw him — and his hand clenched down 
on the cane he bdd, that dainty jewelled s^ntch, 

fragile and costly enough for a lady's riding-whip. 
As the sun flickered through the branches cm to his 
face it was cahn and impassive^ but there was a cruel 
smile about his mouth, and his grey eyes were black 
and lustrous^ with a fierce, eager light. 

The setters as he approached gave tcmgue, and 
EiToU turned. He was talking with them of Court 
beauties, of Blois races, of the baccarat at Lilli 
Dorah's, of all the trifles and the chit-chat of an 
ordinary Paris day ; for we smoke and gossip and 
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laugh and dine wiiile our lives are making shipwreck, 
and all we value is drifting away to the greedy, tide- 
less, sea of a f alhoniless post, thai will ne¥er give 
back its dead. 

As he looked up his face Lrighteued — he thought 
Strathmore was come foi* a tacit reconciliation. 
Enondii had been said t?raiTe homes heforo to have 
steeled him to any such feeling ; but his nature was 
not capable of harbouring revenge : he foigave freely 
—as he woold have f ccgiven now, even such epithets 
as men never pardon, for the sake of all those thou- 
sand memories of childhood, and of manhood, that 
were still irann abofot his heart, not even to be 
washed out, and trampled horn rememlmnice, by 
the tide of a jealons love, or bj the sting of a bitter 
fend* 

He looked up, a smile of pleasnre lighting his eyes, 
which had been heavy and worn before ; and Strath- 
mm saw him as he came np the toxf terrace— the 
man who had onee flnng himself in his defence into 

the near grip of death, who had been with him in 
shifting scenes of dang^, ]deasui<^ revel, or pdvatian, 
and who had tmsted him and shared his tmst, as 

though the same mother had borne them, since they 
had been cbildren together playing with the fallen 
cfcesnuts, or wadingin the shallow estuaries nnder the 

woods of Wliite Ladies, far awav in Euirland. Mratli- 
more saw him, and his hand dosetl tighter on the 
switch, with which he moved ont of his path the 
curling tendrils of the clematis. The revenge of men 
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of his blood had always been swift and sUent^ but 
*they had always tasted it, slowly yet thirstily, drop by 

drop, with the herce delight of the vulture, as it 
sweeps and circles above its prey before it swoops 
down to wrench and tear. / 

He went up the terrace-slope leisurely, and lifted 
his hat with suave courtesy, the soft ceremony in 
which the Strathmores of White Ladies had ever 
clothed their deadliest approach, the silky velvet glove 
which they had ever drawn over the merciless iron 
hand whose grip was death. 

EiToU stood leaning against the side of tlic window; 
he could not make the hrst movement towards a tacit 
reconciliation, but he was ready to meet, to more than 
meet, one. He only needed liis friend's hand stretched 
out to him in sileuce, to give his own, and mutely 
forgive the worst words which had been uttered 
twelve hours before. 

FardoHy messieura said Strathmore, quietly 
passing the other men, while they parted to let him 
approach : as the sun fell on it, his face wore a strange 
look, out of keeping with the easy suavity of his 
manner. He moved on to the library window, where 
Enon Btood, with the «a»light fJupon \L (sc. 
Calmly, as though he tendered them a cigar, Strath- 
more glanced round him at the three other men, with 
a bitter evil scorn about his lips. 

"Gentlemen I is there any answ^er save one cus- 
tomary to a lie ? " 

The men— -young feUows—suiprised and emb^ 
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rassed^ hesitated ; Erroll looked up, the angiy blood 
roshinf^r hotly to his face; but he stretched out hb 

hand with an involuntary gesture. 

Strathmore ! you are in gross error I Come 
within here a moment ; I must have one more word 
with you." 

" Words are not my answer ! " 

And as the i^Uables left his lips, hurled out in 
blind and deadlv fury, lie lifted his ritrlit arm, the 
jewelled handle of the cane flashed in tlie sunlight, 
the switch swirled through thfe air like a flail, with a 
shrill sound, and in the swiftness of a second had 
struck a broad, livid mark across ErroU's brow, brutal 
as a death-stroke, ineffaceable as dbame. 

" ITiat for your treachery to me. I will have your 
life for your love for her.'* 

The words were hissed in Erroll's ear as the blow 
fell, low but distinct as the hiss of a snake, chill as 
steel, relentless as death. As he reeled back, for the 
moment staggered and blinded, Strathmore's eyes 
fastened on the swollen crimson bar, where the switch 
had cut its mark, with the steady, pitiless greed for 
revenge that, fed to the full, yet clamoured still for 
more. In the blazing glare of the hot noon the vUe^ 
ineffaceable insult seemed stamped on the living flesh 
in letters of flame, which nothing in past, or present, 
or futui^ could ever cover or wash out, for which 
blood alone could ever atone— he laughed a low, chill, 
mocking laugh. Breaking the switch in two, he 
threw the £cagments down at the feet of the man he 
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had struck, bis eyes gHttermg exultant^ the Yens in 
fais face \Amck and swdUen in the fury of his wradi, 

a scornful smile set about liis lips, as he turned to the 
osiers with a slight bow of careless courleaj : 

^Gentlemen! 3^011 are my witnesM ** but 

Erroir.s hand struck his lij)s to silence with a force 
that would have sent a weaklier nan huded back- 
ward to tiie earth* *^ By GhxL 1 yon most answer 
this." 

The oath rattled iu liis throat, his face was white, 
save where the red out stood <mt mcxoa his brow ; his 

voice was lioarse and his brcatli stifled as tlie words 
gasped out; the suddenness of the foul indignity 
seemed to have parafysed in bin ati sa^e the sheer 
instinct of its revenge, and to have irambed and 
stricken even that. 

*' Wilii pleasnre ! " 

«Wh«ref 

The single word caine from ErroU's throat hoarse 
and suffocated with passion. 

^In the Deer-park of the Bens, by the pond, if it 
suit you." 

"Yourhonrf " 

^ At sanset to-night ? I sm engaged until then." 

^ I shall await you.'* 
Sdt ! " 

With those few rapid words ail was said; all had 

been done and spoken in less than sixty seconds, swift 
as tlionuht and breathless as passion, staggering and 
bewildering those who looked on like the sudden flash 
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of lightning in their eyes. Then he turned) bowed 
hm to those standing by, passed along the terraoe^ 

iiiul Look, his way across the lawn bacK to the Bosquet 
de Diane« He was well content. Hall his vengeance 
-was wrought, the rest could not now escape hha. He 
thought of the brutal and ineffaceable insult he liad 
given with pitiless delight ; of ail yet to eoine he 
tihosght as thirstily; the jealoas hatred and the ve- 
ve useful i^reed that were within him could only be 
sated mth one requital — life ! Life ! which in a few 
honrs' time would be in his hands and at his mercy. 
Mercy, I say f — the word has nothing to do with him ; 
it was not in his blood nor ui his creed. As ruthlessly 
as he had dealt out insolt, he had it in him now to 
deal out death. 

Once he glanced upward at the sky above-head, and 
as the hot beams f ^ on Ids e^es, across his pitiless and 
esniltaait thoughts, there strayed by some strange chain 
of iiioiiiory, old familiar won Is, uiilicai'd, unread since 
childhood : " Let not the sun go down upon thy wrath." 

The «m w&B hi^ in the BO(n>tide be.y«iB, ahii^ 
without ^mdow on the day that was at its full — the 
day that had damied to be weighted with the wail of 
nefw lives^ and the sighs of dying lips^ with the burden 
of crowding crimes, and the bitterness of human wordS| 
with the cry of the slaughtered in fai-olf battle-heldsy 
and the pent breathing of the toilers in great cities. 
When the sun should sink and the day fade into night, 
W'ho should call back warmth to the lips they hud seen 
close for ever ; who should render unsaid the words 
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they hmi heard curse the Unng; iHio should have 

|)o>ver to bid them retnm to restore the deeds undone, 
the sin unwroughty tiie graves unsealed, and vield back 
the horns garnered to the pastt 

The old words, with ^eir grand simplicity of oounsel 
aud of wai-ning, crossed his luenmrv; words which 
mark the short day all too long for men's wrath to 
endure. Gk>d foigive turn! Stratfamoie only thought 
iiovv, when that siui should rise to light another day, 
there should be one lost fix>m amongst the numbers of 
the living, one human life the less upon the peopled 
earth ! 

i:'uries' passions blinded him with their accursed 
lusty and his soul was set on yengeance — vengeance 

that would know no pity, and \ield no shrive. 

From the sultry' glai*e of the teirace he passed by 
abrupt transition into the aisles of the rose-gardens^ 
into the midst of gay groups gathered about Marion 
Vavasour ; and, with a game of life and death to be 
played out before the sun went down, he joined in 
with the jests, the impromptu, the epigram, the graceful 
flatteries, as lightly and laughingly as any there. There 
was not a sign by which to tell his past errand, not a 
glimpse to disclose the purpose on to which his will 
was set; yet there was one whom the easy wit did not 
bUndywhom the careless nonchalance did not deceive, 
and at first the bloom had wavered anxiously on her 
check, quickly, however, to be succeeded by an amused, 
exultant light in her gazelle eyes. 

Like Ounigunde, she loved well to see those whom 
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slie had ensjiared reel up to dizzy heights, and stagger 
downwards to yawnmg chasms, oomting death, and 
wasting life, to feast her eyed with proof of her own 
power. 

" Come to me ill a few minutes," she said, in a low 
tone, as she passed into the house an hour or two 

after. Iler idlest whisper was his law, and he obeyed, 
entering her boudoir, where the light stole subdued, 
and dreamy oriental odours filled the air. 

She stood by an etao;ere of flowers, idly toying 
with their blossoms, and turned towards him as he ap- 
proached, with the imperious grace that so well be- 
came her : 

Where h^-d you been, Cecil, when you came into 
the rose-garden ? 

To the stables. I know how you value Masseppa, 
too well to leave her to the stud-grooms." 

The answer was caxeless and natural ; there was 
nothing to indicate that the reply was even an evasion ; 
but Lady Vavasour made a gesture of impatience. 

^^Mazeppa and I thank you much, but you came 
by the west gate of the gardens ; the stables lie to the 
south. Never play with me, never evade me, it is 
utterly useless 1 You had been to Bertie Erroll ? ^ 

^Indeed, no. You are distressing yourself most 
needlessly, my dearest ! " 

Strathmore spoke softly and persuasively; he was 
solicitous to guard from her even a suspicion of what 
was unfitting for her ear and her sex in the work 
which was wrought by her own beauty. 
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Husk I " she saici^ petuiABtly, her eyes glaiiciug 
into his^ with the gaze with which she knew she oonld 

Ikivo mixdv hhii lay bare the dejirest secivt that ever 
locked in honour. " You are only deceiviug me, Uecil^ 
Yon have broken your word ; you httve taken rerenge 
when you promised me to forbear it." 

Well I — do not come of au over-forbearing 
race.'' 

He spoke with a slight mile — a smile that, mo- 
mentary as it was, strnek a chill to her like the touch 
of oold steeL She shuddered for an instant as she 
eanght a glimpse of what this man's revenge might he ; 
shuddercd as though with a prophetic dread of the 
future— that dread which romandsts idly call ^pre- 
sentiment,'' but which is often only the reflected cok>ur, 
thrown before our steps, from oui* own past acts and 
follies, as our ^adow falls in advance of us as we 
walk. 

^' \\ iiiit did you say to liim?" slie asked, quickly. 

And the light \n as so shaded, that the ilush of a 
certain anxiety which came and went in her cheek 
escaped him. As great sovereigns have feared their 
most abject slaves, when the might of their own 
tyranny has roused proportionate might of passion in 
those who have long bent the knee to their word, so 
she now began to fear this man, whose love, now his 
weakness, might so soon become his strength — a 
strength to crush its tyrant. 

"What did you say to him?" she repeated, im- 
patiently. I urUl know, Strathmore ! " 
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He saw that she already guessed too truly to be 
evaded longer, and her will in its lightest caprice ky 
en him Hke an irai chain, dragging hba where it 

said nothing. I am not fond of wcsds." 
<^What was it that jou did, then!" 

"Do nut ask, my loveliest! These are not themes 
for a womaivs ear." 

"Why? It is not a subject for you. Be content, 
yoar name is invoiyed in no way. You may surely 
trvst me to guaid against thai I " 

"But I WILL know!" There was all her wilful, 
imperious witching t^Tanuy in the words^ and in the 
gestnie with which she spoke them. ^Whot hftve 
yo« done % 

" I hav e treated him as I should treat a hound that 
Mb me." 

Even thoiigh he spoke to a woman^ he conld not 

restrain the pitiless passion that vibrattd through his 
Toioe^ and she understood without translation. 
^'Andhel" 

" He has but one course opeu. A coward would 
hare to meet me, and he b not that." 

An eager, exnhant gladness lightened in her eyes, 
a flushed waiuith eame on her cheek, lier graceful 
loveliness grew instinct, for one fleetiiig instant, with 
the fierceness of the panther as it rises for its spring; 
— for one instant, while it lent to her beauty a glow 
almost fearful, a life almost terrible, the dark revenge 
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^ You m rurt u ymt m nghL^ ^ aid, with 
mtvi w frtitsft. 7 wan wrjinp -whto bid yon stay ycwur 

OouU 1 tiiink x*<m wouid flabnil t<» sucli rank 
t w c^Kgy ; m sikvii under mA y e eU e m imliyt 
Ki ^ . :> >.r«.: :.ini»TY« ] \ im fire rififct.* 

TW w^ffi^ cJOQc mmi^v tram, those soft 

Hps, iImi «nK pttTlcid ^ndi tmet IflBgjhler, or give a 

Her lisnd d<iwd vpon tlie rich 

brMking them. She sCodd there, fatal in her 
daw^iny 1oT«&iessk fasrinalii^ ha% confimiing to 

stivii^ii o>vrY iascmct in iiim, inciting 
to yet darksr deed e^rarr iratst ftsmm of his aool, 
luring and temfyluig hha to impendiDg crime 

Avliich grew lunUi and dearer to him with every 
inbtant that (h^w him nearar to its act. 

If he had loved her ere now, in this hour he adored 
her! The passion of his own nature found answering 
echo, spiu', and unison in hers. In his mood theu^ a 
woman who had stood between him and his wrath 
would have been hurled out of his path, thounrh he 
had worshipped her ; the woman who spurred him to 
his revenge became thrice idolised^ as her voice spoke 
the thoughts, and goaded the lusts, of his heart. He 
crushed her in a clo&ki embrace. 

Bo content I No man should seek to rob me of 
your love, and live!** 
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^^Bnt — ali^myOodl — forgot If yonr lif e shoidd 

pay forfeit ! " 

The words died on her lips, her face was blanched, 
her eyes filled with the sadden terror of a horrible 
meinbrance, the piteous fear of a ghastly thought — 
now she was but a woman, who loved ! 

That I must risk. But whether my own life fall 
or not, my revenge will not escape me." 

While he soothed and thanked her with his caresses, 
the answer, brief as it was, was pregnant with mean- 
ing. "With the dews of death heavy upon him, and 
the mists of deatli blinding his eyes, be would still 
find strength to keep his grip upon his vengeance, and 
to take it standing on the brink of a yawning grave, 
which would, at the least, close over hoth. 

" But Cecil — Cecil — ^your own danger ! " 

It was the anguished cry of a woman's love, im- 
ploring in its terror, yearning in its tenderness, shrink- 
ing in horror from the near approach of a fatal hour 
for him whom she holds dear, or, — it was the most 
marvellous and matchless acting with which the false 
breath of a woman's lips ever yet duped man I 

^ Do not think of it, my worshipped one ; think as 
little as 1 1 But — if it chance so, if I never look upon 
your face again, kiss my lips when they are cold, kiss 
my eyes when they are closed, that your love may be 
with me in my grave ; and remember, my love for you 
was sucli, that when my life was at its sweetest, when 
my years were at their richest, I died to revenge one 
whiqper which sought to steal you from me I " 
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Cm J tgafj t w«a ajf^ ^yvu i iiiMi mil < nr toh 

flf^swif^ a 5mile ot fc^^rr": ^lam;.'^- w:u[itone^i on her 
Up* — liinM|h so swar, aal ssne «mj at will^ to 
«1mkIi or Kf<v thtf BHuaTs eatzre eMte nce! 

'^Ah! v.'jt lovt'L "c-r-'. .Ls ;vi*L't- have 

t^tUA ami m wcjiaem ksYe ^in^am^^d \ i^itrAthmore, 
fRVi^ri^ ytmnM ami me — i«vai|^ ! It is ncct aod 
jail* AmI ikadi thall wok sratlie tub, bot come niixli 
yirtj) nty l>el<iVC'<L Yoii ^^.hall return uaharxued, un- 
UmeMisi^ to tod jour ivwvd Am / 

Hlus f MPeMed hu hand to her hearty where it he«t 
w»»i in uuil <juick bk--at:atli its costly lace. ^V;s skc bent 
iivi r liiiii, her voice sank to ail its wooing softnesSyhut 
frhrillin^ with a now and fiercer meaning, whidi foa^ 
tMiH'<l »n<u'y (larker pansion in liiiiij as tropic lioat 
I'liHjtn'N tlui poiMon- plants to seed, aiid blo6S<^[i^ tempt- 
IllK MHil i^iiacling him to the crime that was sweet ia 
\\U i«> an tlu' ^roM-liaiml Ounhilda in the old Norse- 
\>«m(ti| Ki'io tlio \ I king to iho siuof Cain» These 
\\'«Mi« (ho iiawkaia lhat aha kivini to lome in men, and 
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see run riot in their deadly course ; when a whimper, a 
caress from her, might have slaked them, hec lips only 

fanned tlie Hame ! 

And here^ an eager thiist for revenge craved its 
food in her as in him ; here, this soft and radiant 

creatui'e was cy^uel as any panther that ever crouched, 
any snake that ever reared its hrilliant painted crest. 
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CHAPTER m. 

"and the sun went dows upon his wrath." 

The sun was setting, descending beyond y)urple 
bars of cloud, and leaving a long golden trail bebind 
it in its track-Hsinking slowly and solemnly towards 
the west as the day declined, without rest, yet with- 
out haste, as though to give to all the sons of earth, 
warning and time^ to leave no evil looted, no bitter- 
ness unhealed, no fend to ripen, and no crime to 
bring forth seed, when the day siiouid iuive passed 
away to be numbered with hours irrevocable; and the 
night should cast its pall over the dark deeds done, 
and seal tlieir graves never to be unclosed. The sun 
was setting, shedding its rich and yellow light over 
the green eartih, on the winding waters, and the blue 
liills idciY oiiy ami down the thousand leafy aisles close 
by. But to one place that warm radiauce did not 
wander, in one spot the rays did not play, the glory 
did not enter. That phice was the Deer-pond of the 
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old Boisi where the dank plants brooding on the f ootid 
waters, which only stirred with noisome things, had 
washed against the floating hair of lifeless women, 
and the sombre branches of the crowding trees had 
been dragged earthward by the lifeless weight of the 
self-slain, till the air seemed to be piii.^onuus w itli 
death, and the grasses, as they moved, to whisper to 
the winds dread secrets of the Past. There, the light 
of tlic summer evening did not come, but only through 
the leafless boughs of one seared tree, which hvoke 
and parted the dark barrier of forest growth, they 
saw the west, and the sun declining slowly in its haze 
of golden air, sinking downward past the bars of 
cloud. 

AU was quiet, save the dull sound of the parting 
waters, when some loathsome reptiles stuTed among 
its brakes, or the hot breeze moved its pestilential 
plants; and in the silence they who had been as 
brothers, and who now were foes, stood fronting each 
other : in this silence they had met, in it they would 
part. And there> on their right hand, through the 
break in the dank wall of leaves, shone the Sun, look- 
ing earthward, luminous aud blinding human sight . 
like the gaze of God, 

The light from the west fell upon Erroll, touching 
the fair locks of his silken hair, and shimng in his 
azure eyes as they looked up at the sunny skies, 
where a bird was soaring and circling in space, happy 
througli its mere sense and joy of life. ' On Strath- 
more's face the deep shadows slanted, leaving it as 
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thon^ cast in brona^ chill and tranqufl as tfant of a 
marble god's, eadi feature set hito the merciless re- 
pose of oiu' liiiiu()\al>le pnq)ose. Their faces were 
stnmgefy contrasted, for the serenily of the one was 
liiat of a man who fearlessly awaits an inevitable 
doom, the serenity of the other that uf a man who 
mcrc'iiesriy deals out an implacable fate ; and while 
m the one those present saw but the calmness of 
courage and of custom^ in the other they vapp.iL'Iy 
shrank from a new and an awful meaning. For 
beneadi the snare smile of the Duellist^ th^ read the 
intent of the Mnrderar. 

The night was nigh at hand, soon the day must be 
gathered to the pasty such harvest garnered with it as 
men's hands had sown thronghont its brief twelve 
boarsy whic^ are so short in span^ yet are so long 
m am. 

<^LST KOT THE BUH <K> DOWK UPON YOVM 

WKATH ! " 

There, across the west, in lett^ of iiame, the 
warning of the Hebrew scroll was written on the 

p"ur])le skies; but lie who shoiikl have read tliem 
stood immutable yet insatiate, with the gleam of a 
tiger's lust burning in his eyes, l^e Inst when it 
scents blood; the lust that only slakes its thirst 
in life. 

Tbej fronted one another^ those who had lived as 
brothers; while at their feet babbled the poisonous 

waterSy and on their right hand shone the evening 
splendour of the smi. Theur eyes met^ and in the 
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gaze of the one was a compassionate pardon, but in 
the gaze of the oth^ a relentless lust. 

The duel was h la harrikre; and the lot of the 
seconds' toss-up fell to Strathmore; gi^-ing him the 
right to fire first. They turned, and stood back, to 
hft(^; waitiBg the aigml. 

The word fell down upon the silence, and the hiflB 
of a shrill cicala echoed to it like a devil's lau^. 

And the son sank slowlj downward beyond the 
barrier of purple cloud, passing away from earth. 

"Twol" 

Again the single word dropped out upon 1^e still- 
ness, marking the flight of the seconds ; again the 
hoot of the cicala echoed it, laughing hideously from 
its noisome marsh. 

And the sun sank slowly, still slowly, nearer and 
nearer to its shroud of mist, bearing with it all that 
lingmd of the day. 

^Threel'* 

The white death-signal flickered in the breeze, and 
the last gold^ ray« of the mm were still above the 
edge <xf l^e sfecRPDM^nd* 

There was yet time. 

Bnt the warning was not read ; there was the ae- 
sasnn's de^ffisfti greed withm Strathmore's soul, the 

assassin s devilish smile upon his lips ; the calmness 
of his face never changed, the tr^quil pulse of his 
wrist never quickened, the remorseless gleam of his 
eyes never softened. The doom written in his look 
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never relaxed. He wheeled round — ^in «eeining, care- 
lessly, as you may turn to aim at carrion birds — but 
his shot sped home. 

One moment Enroll stood erect, his fair hair blow- 
ing in the wind, his eyes full open to the lijxht ; then 
— he reeled ^hghtly l)ackwai'd, raised his right aiin, 
and fired in the air. The ballet flew far and harmless 
amidst the forest foliage, his pistol dropped, and with- 
out sign or sound he fell down upon the sodden turf, 
his head striking af;ain8t the earth with a dnll echo, 
his hands drawing up the rank herbage by the roots, 
as they closed con\^lsively in one brief spasm. 

He was shot throngh the Imigs. 

The snn sank ont of sight, leaving a dusky, snitry 
gloom to brood over the noxious brakes and sullen 
stagnant waters, leaving the world to Night, as fitting 
watch and shroud of Crime; and those who stood 
there were stiickeu with a ghastly horror, pariilysed 
by a vague and sadden awe, for they knew that they 
were in the presence of death, and that the hand 
which had dealt it was the hand of his chosen friend. 
But he, who had slain him, more coldly, more pitilessly 
than the merciful amongst us would slay a dog, stood 
unmoved in the shadow, with his ruthless calm, his 
deadly serenity, which liad no remorse as it had had 
no meny, while about liis lips there was a cold and 
evil smile, and in his eyes gleamed the lurid flame of 
a tiger's triumph — the triumph when it has tasted 
blood, and slaked its thirst in life. . 

^ Fayez ! — U ett mart ! ^ 
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The words, uttered in his ear by Valdor, were hoane 

and iiliiiost tremulous ; but he heard and iissented to 
them unmoved. An exultant light shone and glittered 
in his ^es; he had avenged himself and her I Life 
was the sole price tliat his revenge had set ; his pur- 
pose had been as iron, and his soul was as bronze. 
He went nearer, leisurely^ and stooped and looked at 
the work of his liquid, hi the fjloom tlie dark-red 
blood coidd yet be clearly seen, slowly welling out 
and staining the clotted herbage as it flowed, while 
^ one stray gleam of light still stole across, as if in love 
and pity, and played about the long fair hair which 
trailed among the grass. 

Life still lingered, faintly, flickeringly, as though 
loth to leave for ever that, which one brief moment 
before, had been instinct with all its richest glory ; the 
eyes opened wide once more, and looked up to llie 
evejiing skies with a wild, delirious, appealing pain, 
and the lips which we growing white and drawn, 
moved in a gasping pra ycr : 

"Oh Gk)d! I forgive — forgive. — ^He did not 
tnow 1 ** 

Then his head fell back, and his eyes gazed upward 
without sight or sense, and mui-muring low a wo mail's * 
name, '^Lucille! Lucille!'' while one last breath 
shivered like a deep-drawn sigh through all his frame 
— ^he died. 

And his murderer stood by to see the shudder con- 
Yulse the rigid limbs, and count each lingering pang 
^calm, pitiless, unmoved, his face so serene in its chill 
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indiil'erence, its brutal aiid unnatural tranquillity, 
whilst beneath the diooped lids^ Mb eyes watched with 
the dark glitter of a trimnphant vengeanee, the last 
aguny uf the man wiiom he had loved^ that the 
two who were with Um in dus boor shrank in- 
volnntarily fiom his side^ awed mote by the Living 
than hy the Dead. Almost unconsciously they 
watched him, fascinated by a dumb horror^ as he 
stooped and severed a long flake of hair that was 
soiled hv the dank earili and wet with ilic dew ; un- 
arrested they let him tui'u away ^\ith the golden, lock 
in his hand and the fatal cahn on his face, and move 
to the spot where his horse was waiting. The beat of 
the hoofs rang muffled on the tuiiy growing fainter 
and fainter as the gallop receded. Strathmore rode to 
her whose biddin*]^ liad steeled his arm, and whose soft 
embrace would be his reward; rode bwift and hard, 
with his hand closing fast on the promised pledge ol 
his vengeance, while behind him, in the shadows of 
the falling night, lay the man whom lie luid ouce 
loved, whom he had now slain, with the light of early 
stars breaking pale and cold, to shine upon the oosing 
jjluud as it trailed slowly in its death-stream through 
the grasses, staining red the arid turf. 
And the sun had gone down upon his wxath. 
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CHAPTEB IV. 

TU£ MES8A0E FBOM THE DEAD. 

The golden curl of the dead man s liair lay in her 
l«p, in pledge and proof that her bidding had been 
dune, that liis revenn;e was taken ; and she stooped 
over her lover, this Messalina with her cheek of ciiild- 
like bloom, this Giroe with her ^anoe of gazellensoft^ 
ness, and wreathed her white arms about him, and 
leaned on his her fragrant lip& And he was lia])py ! 
— aj, as the drunkard is in the reding madness of his 
levelj as the opium'-eater is in the delirious insanities 
of his excitation ; he as liajipy with this guilt at his 
door, with this life on his soul, while the tresses of her 
hair swept soft against his dieek, and the languor of 
her eyes luukoJ ])ack into his own. 

Remorse was not upon him, — she, even a*^ she was 
his idol, became also his conscience and his God. His 

D 2 
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honour had hent like a green withe in her hands, and 

crime had no sting since it was just and sweet in her 
sight. 

The past hoar left no trail of its horror, the death 

snmmuned at \m will followed him with no reproach ; 
as he had been without mercy, so he was now without 
remorse : the ghasdy breath of the grave did not dull 
him in the dreamy wanntli of her kisses, and in his 
heart the plague-spot of crime was not felt while it 
beat upon hers. As a man after deep draughts of 
strung wine has all meinorv dizzily druwjied, but every 
sense subtilely heated and roused, so the fierce pas- 
sions of which he had drunk so deeply in one brief 
twelve hours had dulled all conscience, and fanned his 
blood to flame. For iicr sake, at her bidding, he had 
steeped his soul in the guilt of murder ; and so much 
the more deeply as it doomed him, so much the sweeter 
gi'ew Ilk love. And the silken gold oi the dead nian*8 
hair lay there^ wet and soiled with the night dews ; 
and he, the Living, gave it no glance of pity, no 
shudder of remorse, but looked up only to the eyes of 
ihe enchantress, and only drew her rich lips closer to 
his own. 

What though a hell had vawned before him for 
this deed! — ^his heaven lay here in a woman s soft 
embrace. What were Qod or man to himf — she 
smiled upon his sin. 

« Strathmore I " 

Low wiuipered, the name struck on his ear as he 
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passed the open window of a corridor leading back to 
liis own room, in the grey of the early dawn. The 
casement looked upon the gardens^ and in the faint 
light he saw the figore of a man standing there 
below. 

Strathmore I 

At the second whisper he tamed towards the em- 
brasure, and leaned out: 
" Who are yout" 

^'I — hiishi'' said the speaker, In whom he now 

recognised Erroll's second. " Wake no one, or they 
will wonder why I come like a thief in the twilight. 
As I saw you pass the window, I thought it better to 
call yon than to rouse the house. I came to tell you 
that to-night's afPair may be the subject of inquiry, 
and that it would be wise for you to g^t out of 
France.** 

"Pshaw! All I do I defend." 

He spoke carelessly and contemptuously where he 
leaned against the embrasure, looking down on the 
speaker, who, although his adversary's second^ had 
been an acquaintance also of his own. 

As you choose, I only tell you. Sir Arthur has 
rallied eiiougli to be furious in his grief. For myself, 
I shall go across the frontier. I have no fancy to 
wait for the fracas." 

" That will be as you please, but it cannot concern 
me. 

The other looked up at him in the light of the new- 
nsen sun, with something of that feeling, which had 
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Quule biiu siJLcmk iws/at Wtt mat wi&d '"nl skmkI with & 
pitilm mmB» m hm m wwA t&» ifaath tkxwB 
slarken and »w ftiZL Uif n» a »uiier. and tbooght 

little ui* a lite ukea or ^ieit^ iMtf enm be shuddered 
at Stfathmore^s calm i»*JJ^ermc«v ^vUlst as jei list 
the Hh»rt «pace of inne suminer » iMciied be- 

tvvL\t £»u dark a tra^'vly ;uuvl it:> anthuck 

'"No^" he said, blunUy. believe yon take no 
coneom save in what touches ;^ommi/! But ErroU 

iiudc mo, if he fell, irivo \ v >u tills; it is ail he left to 
my charge— save auotlicr for a womaa in £n^biidi" 

He lifted his hand^ standiiig on the stone coping, ^ 
luid held III* ^^'t^^*** Stratliuiuiv itivtched and took 
ity and the other turtiiHl awu} , without more worda^ 
and strode baok across the lawn in the gloaniing. 

The sun had rijkni hijjjh enouijh for the ^^Titi^g to 
bo clear, aiul as hU eyes fell on the superscription, 
mrhero ho stood alone in the deserted corridor while all 
around him sle^it, for the first time his o>vn reven^ 
recoiled hack on him ; he remoiubered how the life 
which ho had taken had once been perilled for his 
own; he remembered how this mail had loved Imn . 
Tiie suddenness of this unlooked-for message from 
the dead, awoke memories which staggmd his nierc»> 
less and immutable calnu He crushed the letter in 
Ids hold unread, and, Knvving the house, went out 
into the dawn instead of going to his diamber; in 
that moment he wished to shun even the iinze of hire- 
Un^s — in that uioiutrnt, ere he read, wiiat the hand 
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now lifeless kad wntten, he fek he must liave about 

him the fresh clear air of morning. For^ 

Our acts our angels are, or good or ill, 
The fatal abedowa wkick walk b/ iia rtUl ; 

and already the dotnii, wruught by his own sin, was 
following in his trail. 

He walked onward in the solenin stilhiess of that 
early duv, fresh from the la<scivious sweetness of a 
guilty love, and the furious delight of a brutal ven- 
geance, — ^walked onward throng the warm white 
mists of tlve morning, through silent solitudes of 
woodland, crusliing the packet in his grasp unread, 
until the rapid rash of the river at his feet arresting 
his course made him note whither Ke went. Then be 
paused, and wrenched open the letter of the man who 
had fallen by his hand. 

And what he read was this : 

"Your o>vn act has made more words between 
us impossible ; to a blow there can be but one answer. 
But I write this in the hazard thjtt in a few hoom I 

may have ceased to Hve ; when I am dead you may 
hear without dishonour to me that you haye wronged 
me from first to last. Were it alone for the sake of 

GUI' past friendship, I wuulci not let you go through 
life holding me the liar and betrayer you now do; it 
were to debase and pollute all mankind, in my person, 

and in your sight. What you believe I see plainly, 
how you were duped to believe it I can conjecture 
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well enough ; it is sufficient that hj your beUef yon 
yon do me the foulest wxong that ever a lie worked. 

It is she who betrayed you, not I. I loved her — true I 
with that vile passion which levehi us to brutes ; but^ 
before Qody Strathmore^ I write my oalih to yon 
that to that love I never yielded; it was she who 
tempted^ I who resisted* In this must lie the root of 
the reyenge upon myself which she now takes in 

goading and ([noting your jealousy, till you believe 
you see in me a rival who would have treacherously 
supplanted yon. Last night, in warning yon of Ma- 
rion Vavasour^s inconstancy, I spoke no slander as you 
thought ; when you taunted me for proof, I could have 
given it yon on the word of one who, as yon well know, 
never lied. Only a few moments befm I had been 
alone with her, when the Due left, in the supper-room ; 
alone, with no shield between my hateful passion, that 
sprang up unawares, ripe as It was rank, and her own 
loveliness, that lured me with glances, with smiles, 
with hinted words, with eveiy devilish divine tempta- 
tion. . . . My Grod I yon know the snare^yon suc- 
cumbed to it. Pity me, forgive me, if, for an instant, 
I almost forgot all bonds of honour to you ; if, for an 
instant, I fell so low as to remember nothing save that 
her eyes wooed my love and confessed her own — save, 
that what I loathed while I coveted it, might be mine 
atmywill. Pity me^ forgive me, yon who know her 
accursed sorceress beguilings, her subtle tempting that 
hes in the languor of a glance, in the passing fragrance 
of her hair I My weakness endured but an instant; 
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then I broke from her while I had strength ; I left 

her while the first whispers of love stole from her lips. 
At the moment I encountered you; I strove to warn 
yon of the worthlessness of the woman on whose love 
you stiiketl your life and — fool that I was! when you 
gibed and taunted me for proof 1 1 shrank from striking 
yon the deadly blow; I chose rather to let you think 
of me as you would, than force you to own the right 
by which I spoke, since I must have bought my vindi- 
cation at such cost to you. Early on the following 
morning her page brought me a note from Lady Va- 
vasour. I send it to you ; it will serve to show you 
how subtlely^ how poeticallyi she shrouds her wanton 
iMdelitieSy this doublehtraitress to her loyers and her 
lord! I wrote her back words that she will never 
pardon me. Suffice it, that they were such as stripped 
her amours of ihdr delicate gloss, to show ihem to her 
in their own iKiked light; such as refused her love for 
your sake, and rebid^ed her treachery in your name 
and my own. Out of her presence, and in the calm- 
ness of morning, I had strength to do thus much in 
the right path : God knows I have wandered from it 
often enough I This is the brief entire truth. My 
lips never spoke a lie ; my hand would scarce write 
one, when, for aught I know, I may be within an 
hour of my death. I write it because I could not 
endure that, throughout your life, you shoidd hold my 
memory tainted with such thrice-damned ti'eachery as 
you have attributed to me ; and it will spare, rather 
than inflict on you, added pain, since sooner or later 
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you must learn that this woman's passion has fled, 
though her pride of dominion over you stiU ling^ 
and you will suffer less to know it thos, than to tra^ 
it first in the nvalrv, and triiunph, of some living foe. 

"Nowk't me make you one request in as few words 
as I can ; for though, after what has passed, I should 
compel you to meet me were you my brother by blood, 
1 still choose rather to ask this boon of you than of 
any other* The young girl whom you onoe saw with 
me in the ehn-walk at White Ladies — perhaps yon 
have forgot the circumstance — was not my mistress, 
as you naturally thought, but my wife. Three years 
a^o, we met by a strange accident, while I was staying 
at your house, during your absence. Siie was the 
daughter of an exiled Hungarian noble, who had taken 
refuge near the abbey, in obacurity and poverty. She 
was ill lliL.' 4>.;rl} gnef of her father's recent loss, a 
mere child in years, singularly lovely, and almost des- 
titute* I loved^ and I soon taught her to love. To 
have <^eped her dishonour, in her trustful and de- 
fenceless innocence, would have been dishonour. I 
married her, but secretly, and have kept it seoret even 
from you, j>artly for entanglements, that you know 
hampered me, partly because of my creditors, chiefly 
because, as you are aware, the knowledge of such a 
marriage would have ensured my certain disinherit- 
ance by Sir Arthur. She has lived at White Ladies, 
still under her father^s name of de Yocqsal, and your 
almost constant absence on the Continent prevented 
your hearing whatever rumouis might be afloat re- 



Digitized 



THE M£SaAa£ f BOX THE P£AD. 43 

garding our connojdou. She is very dear to me ; yet 
I have but ill rocompenfled sach loYe as ahe has borne 
me. My death wiil lea^ Loeine and her child pen- 
niless and unprotected i what I would now ask ot you 
1% as far as may lie in your power, to shield her from 
the bitterness she is so littJe fitted to brave. This, 
then, is the trust I leave you, Strathinore ; you will 
let her find in you a sure and faithful friend; you 
win make to her atonement for the wrong you hame 
done to me; and if her child, now in ii> iiitancv, over 
Hye to womanhood, I would wish that in years to 
come yon shoidd speak to her sometimes of her father, 
but never let her become aware that it is bv your hand 
I fell. Should it be decreed that I die thus, 1 will not 
say, ^ Know no remorse,' for that were to wish you 
devil, not man ; but I do say to } on, believe this, that 
neither now nor in the most uWk tried hours that your 
mad passion for the wanton adulteress who has parted 
us, ever caused me, have I felt bitterness to you. ^ I 
would that it had been an open enemy who hud <lone 
me this dishonour, and not thou, my brother, my 
goide^ my own familiar friend;' but — since thus it 
has chanced — take my last words as you would take 
the oath of a dying man. I forgive you fully all that 
has already passed, all that may yet be to come. If I 
die^ remember — it will be in peace with you. 

"Bertie Erkoij.." 

This was the message of the dead. 
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Standing in the moraing light, wlwse reddening 

suii-iays, streaming on the j>age, lit up each word till 
it seemed written in bloody Stimthmoro read — read on 
to the lasfc line. 

Then a shrill, hoerse err, shuddering rang through 
all the forest sileucei greeting the early day as it up- 
rose— the cry of a gmi ^igpoj — Mid throwing hiB 
anns above his head, he fdl, like a dnmken man, 
dowu upon the sodden earth. 
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CHAPTER V. 

WHOSO HAS SOWN THB imiKLVINB SHALL BE 
BEAPEB OF THB STOBM." 

Mabion YAVASonB stood on the balcony of her 

dressing-room luukiug down on the rose-gai'dens below, 
and leaned her white arms upon the bronze scroll- 
iirork, and let her Eastern C3naiar of snowy silk float 
at will upon the summer wind, and Avitli a sunny 
laughter sweetly glancing in her eyes gazed at the 
mists afar off, or downward to where her loye-biids 
were shaking the dew from their mngs. Yonder, 
beneath the roof that was within her sight, where the 
early sun-rays played about the lips that were sealed 
to silence, and the eyes which could never more open 
to their light, lay the dead, slain at her ^^ hispe^, to 
sate her revenge ; — yonder, under the f orestHshadows, 
whose outline she traced from her rose-liung balcony, 
a living man wrestled with his agony, liis boul tainted 
with a murderer^s guilt, because her kiss had moved 
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him to its work, lier word aroused him to its heU*bom 
passions. But the knowledge did not cast one shade 

upon litT hi lAv, tlid not scare away for one brief hour 
the smile that wantoned on her hps; nay, the know- 
ledge was dear to her, since it was proof and tribnte to 
her power. For in this dazzling delicate creature ,was 
the cruelty oi" the beast of the desert. 

The full light of the day, now folly lisen for some 
hours, bathed her in its waimth, whilst clusters of her 
favourite flowers clmig above and below her in their 
perfumy profusion, till she seemed framed in roses; 
her floating dress showed all the voluptuous outline 
of lier form ; her rich hair lay lightly on her 
shoulders, glancing in the son; — and thus, in her 
proud loveliness, she was seen by tbe man she had 
betraved. 

It had been better for her then that death had 
stricken her in that hour. Woe as her heanty had 

wought for others, it had never worked deadlier de- 
struction than that which it now brou^t herself. 

Suddenly, betvveeu her and the sunlight, a shadow 
feU. 

She tnmed, with the gay challenge of her tri- 

luiipiiant smile, the silver}' folds of her robes sweep- 
ing the leaves of the roses till they fell in a fragrant 
shower ; then, for the first time in her shadowless lif^ 
the smile faded from off those laughing lips, and the 
palk»: of a ghastly terror blanched the rich bloom 
from her face. She saw the man whom she had 
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fookd with the foul simulation of an undpng love, 

and vvlioui lier Li cith, with its traitorous caresses, had 
wooed to the bottomless depths of crime. And she 
saw that he knew her aii^t at last — saw that there 
are moments in human life which transform men to 
fiends^ leaving them no likeness of themselves ; mo- 
ments in which the bond slaye^ goaded to insanity, 
turns and rends his tyrant. 

With a spring like a blowlhound's, Strathmore 
overleapt the barrier which parted them, and caught 
her in his. grasp, bruinng the white skin which he had 
once deemed too fair for the summer winds to breathe 
on as they blew. And a deadly fear oame on her, for 
die knew that now her TOtce would have no power to 
quell the tempest — the voice which had lured him to 
dime ! She knew that now her loveHness could have 
no sway to bring him to her feet — ^the loveliness which 

was but one fell lie ! 

As the bloodhound seizes on its prey, his hand 
emshed her there where she stood; his face was 
haggard, his eyes Avere bloodshot, and alight with 
lurid Hame; liis hair wet and clotted with the damp 
sweat of anguish; his dress disordered, and stained 
with the soil of the eai-th, and the dews of the morn- 
ing. Few cotdd have recognised him in the wreck 
one crime had wrought — one hour worked. . Li his 
agony he was mad — speak it literally — mad ; with 
its hideous riot surging in his brain, and reehng 
through his blood. And in the sunUght he saw the 
mocking accursed loveliness, which, even as a fiend 
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in angel gniae, had drawn him on into an abjBS 
of infamy^ and stained his soul with the coise of 

fratricide. 

He crushed her in his axms^ bruising her white 
bosom and her delicate limbs ; and his voice, which 

liiul lu.st almost all liuman sound, broke out witli a iuud 
hissing whisper : 

^Traitress — murderess! I will have life for life I 
It is the old Jew law — God's ordinance ! " 

Through tlie stillness ot the suimner morning his 
langh rang with horrible mirth, his soul, drank with 
one sin, was atlurst for more — athirst to trample 
out this divine and devilish thing ^viiicli lie had wor* 
shipped, down into the darkness of the tomb; to 
ayenge his own betrayal, and the betrayal of the dead, 
on the woman who had trepanned both, with her 
wanton's love, her serpent's cruelty. His hot breath 
scorched her face ; his eyes, bright with the light of 
insanitv, Marcd into her own : his hands twisted in the 
shower of her shining hair, that golden web which 
had meshed him in its toils ; he held her powerless to 
break away from the worst that he might work, while 
the fair hues of her face blanched white, and her 
voice rose in a shriek of abject tenor. 

''Oh Heaven! I shall die— I shall die! Fou 
would not kill me, Strathmore ? ** 

Again, in its mirth, his laugh broke out ; he was 
ddirioHS in his agony. 

*^Why not! Wliy not, if devils con diet You 
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have done murderer^s work, you shall hare a mniv 

derer^s doom ! " 

Held in his grip, she could not free herself; 
denched there as in a vice of iron, she could not 
escape from whatsoever he might mete out to her, and 
in his maddened cheated love, his felon guilt, his tor- 
tures of remorse, he knew not what he did; he was 
brutal and conscienceless as any beast of prey raven- 
ing for blood. He only saw, in the burning glare of 
the mocking sunlight, the beauty which had betrayed 
him; he only felt the forest-brute's fierce craving 
thirst for life. And she knew that she was in his 
power ; — she knew that her slave was now her master. 
Sickening with terror^ tremblings quivering stifled, 
she wrestled in his grasp, while her voice moaned out 
a piteous cry : 

Oh, Strathmoie! My Gh)dl — have merqr, 
mercy 1 

Closer and closer he clenched her in his anguish, her 
amber hair tangled in his arms, her form pressed in 
his hold until she moaned with pain, while his laugh 

rang out again, like Damien's in the torture of the 
fires: 

^1 will give you such mercy as you gave: — ^no 

other ! 

And she knew that death was nigh her now — 
death from the hands of the man she had fooled, and 
goaded, and betrayed ; in his iron strength her deli- 
cate frame was frail as flax which the winds can break 
in twain, and as helpless to his will. One pressure of 

VOL. IL B 



Digitized by Google 



50 



8TBATHM0ItE« 



his fillers on her throat, and its breath would be stilled 

for ever ; one blow from his ham I upon her fair veined 
temples, and the death she had meted out would be 
her portion. 

With all the preternatural strencfth which is be- 
gotten from a ghastly terror, she wrestled and panted 
in his hold, as the bird in the hand of the snarer; as 
tiusily might slie have sought to escape from a vice of 
steel that had locked her in its jaws, as seek to wrench 
heisdf free from the deadly grip of the man whose 
outraged love made him a fiend, whose vain remorse 
made him a madman. 

A sickness of mortal fear came over her ; a mist 
blinded her eyes, shutting out the light of day ; a loud 
noise surged in her oar, and beat about her brain. 
He only saw in the glaring sun-rays the f aoe which 
he had worshipped — ihe face which had lored him to 
his sin ; he only knew but one brnte impulse to crush 
and trample out this loveliness, where never more 
coxdd it reproach him — where nevermore could others 
gaze upon, and rejoice in, it. She was dving — 'lying 
by his hand ! — ^witiioat power to summon ail those who 
lay within her call ; without strength to break from 
him to where safety, succour, defence were all close, 
only parted from her by the velvet hangings of 
her door I There, without, lay the msmj peopled 
earth ; here, nigh at hand, was the hou^hold which 
obevcd her lightest word: yet, powerless, voicelesS| 
iiaprisoned in his grip, she must die^ without a sign, 
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mthont a cry, like the fawn which is choked by the 

hound's death-grapple ! 

And her eyes t^azed up to liiiu with a wild appeal- 
ing pain ; — ^that look smote his strength like a sudden 
blow. He had seen it when the sun had set, in the 
sightless eyes of the dead. 

His f zame shivered^ his limbs grew powerless, his 
sinews paralysed, his nerves stricken strengthless ; 
he threw her from him with a sudden cry, hurling her 
fragile form from his arms^ as the winds hnri a broken 
flower from out their path. 

" Deatli is too much mercy for you ! You shall 
Uve to sulO^er ^ 

And, leaving her where she lay in her iHmised and 
quivering loveliness, Strathmore reeled out into the 
scorchiug sunlight, that seemed to glare upon his 
sight and scathe his brow like fire — creeled, stagger- 
ing like a drunken man, his ^es blind, his reason 
giddy, with the horrible riot of tlueatening deiuium. 
For on his soul was the curse of , Gain. 

Marion Vavasour told none of that lioui' of jeopardy. 
Y\rhen he hurled her from him she fell insensible, and 
her attendants, finding her thus, deemed it a swoon 
or syncope, and she let the error pass, undisputed. 
Too much was intertwined with that horrible confiict 
for her lips to be those which unfolded its story. And 
on the morrow, when she lay on lit r ilelieate euuch 
shrouded in laces, and silks, and casiimeres, her eyes 
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but tbe lovelier for the dark drde beneath them, ber 

face bat the fairer for its fragile whiteness and the 
languor of ijidi*po>ition, Moiij>cigiK'ur le Ducd\Ekoiies 
and MooaigQOfie VilMor, admitted to her cabinet de 
toilette, thought they had never belield h«r more 
divine in her luoj^t dazzling moments, than in this 
itinesMf which the allowed that the tragedy in which 
her name was imrolved, had brou^t on lier Ibiongli 
its isho< k and itii terror. 

^ Cecil ^:>tnith]i)ore baa killed hia friend, you know f 
It is fearful — ^it is terrible I It baa shattered all my 
lierveii," she ^=;u(l, with a flelicate shiver of terror, to 
tbe prince and the bishop. That horrible story ! — 
do not talk of it any more, I beseech yon — I entreat 
you, hire. Poor Cecil ! My lord aiwajs said he 
would conunit some crime or other some day. They 
quarrelled about me, you say — perhaps ! But it was 
bien helti if they did. And poor Bertie EitoU was so 
handsome I It is such a pity that the Strathmores' 
passions were always jlangerous t 

And iViiu ioii V avasour sighed, and shuddered again 
with that delicate trusaiUeimnty and stirred her choco- 
late, and stroked the snowy curls of her lion-do^ and 
languidly tossed some perfume over her jewelled 
lingers, and asked what they thought of Scnbe's new 
comedy and Qeorge Sand*s fresh novel; while Mon- 
seigneur and Monsignore each aUke congratulated 
himseif tliat lur lung unbroken liaison was evidently 
snapped asunder with tlys Bois scandal, of which all 
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Paris was talking, and that its rapture had left a fair 
field open to all new aspirants. 

Eemorse was not in her ; she knew it not ; and she 
was well content that Paris should have nothing else 

to diiicourse of, before midnight in the Salons, and 
after midnight in the CercleS| but this tragedy hi the 
Deer Park, whose fatal end was but sign and seal of 

licr ])ower. Two countries b:ibl)lc(l uf that ilclen-like 
beauty which drove men to madness — 

as when through lipenM oom, 
By driving winda, tb« cncUing tmm are bonia. 

What mattered it at what price her superb trimiipiis 
were won ? 

It was but once or twice in solitude that, remem- 
bering, with the icy dread of its awful danger shiver- 
ing afresh through all her veins, the peril of the death 
which had so nigh encompassed her, she heard again 
hissing in her ear, with its ghastly laugh, that menace 
of the future : " Death is too much mercy for you I 
Yon shall Uve to suffer!" It was only then that, 
vaguely and with a nameless dread, Marion Vavasour, 
in her glad and glorious omnipotence, feared, with 
prescient terror, that law inexorable which has written, 

Whoso sows the whirlwmd, shall be reaper of the 
storm 1 '* 
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BIE8 IB£. 

The full sweet light of the summer day fell into 
the chamber of the dead, where they had Iain him 

down and left him, in the di'cp stillnes.s iluu no footfall 
stirredy no Toioe disturbed, and no love watched, save 
that of a little spaniel which had crept into his breast 

and flew at those who souirht to move lior from lier 
vigil, and crouched there trembling and moaning 
piteously. 

The sun of another day had risen, wakinsfthe earth 
to its toil and the chikhen to their play; lifting the 
drooped beUs of the closed flowers, and rousing the 
butterfly to flutter in the light ; giving back to the 
birds their song, to the waters their sparkle, to the 
blue seas their laughing gleam; bringing to all the 
world its resurrection from the silence and the gloom 
of night. But here where the sun fell, touching his 
cheek to wamth, his hair to gold, it had no spell to 
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waken : Ufa was left to the insect stirring in the 
grasses, to the leaf flickering in the wind, to the 
spider weaving in the stm^iine,— *biit life was robbed 

from him! 

Through the long day the light found its way into 
the darkened room^ and wanderod lovingly about the 
limbs, with their srfj^erb and stately stature, which lay 
powerleiis and stricken; and about the face, with its 
rids, waman4ikB beau^, where the fair, luxuriant 
hair was dotted and soiled with the bfausk trail of 
blood; and where the grey hue of that Corruption 
which knows no pity in its theft, no mercy in its 
march, already was stealing on its ghastly way. 

The day was nigh its close w Iiqu the hired watcher, 
dully sleeping at his post, started in a£Eright as a vcHce 
fell OfU' his ear : 

" Let me pass I 

"Pass! Not<^/" 

^Yes^there.*' 

At the reply the man looked up to scan the stranger 
who sought to enter the chamber of the dead^; and 
as he saw his face, although it was wholly unfamiliar 
to him, shuddered iit the look it wore, and at the light 
that glittered in the eyes. 

Why— why 1 " he faltered. ^ What daim have 
you ? Wlio are you ? '* 

" I am his murderer I Stand by I ** 

And at the hideous calmness of the answer the man 
involuntarfly sickened and shuddered and fell back ; 
and an iron grasp thrust him aside like a cowering 
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dog, and closed the door upon liim and barred him 
oat. 

Strathmoie was alone mth the dead. 

And he stood by him, even as in the vixgin years of 
the young world the Fust Murderer stood beside the 

brother whom lie hatl slaughtered in his fail' and 
gracioiLS manhood, because the seething madness and 
the brutal hate of jealousy and vengeance had made 
a ghastly crime seem sweet and holy in his sight. The 
sin of Cain Avas on his soul — and even as Cain heard 
in the awful silence the voice of God calling on him 
for the life that he had hurled from earth, so he heard 
it now, as in his agony he shrieked aloud to the dead 
to waken, and free him from lus cuise ! — to arise and 
live again, so that he should not bear this doom 
through life and through eternity! And his own 
voice, as it echoed back upon the stillness, left silence 
as the mocking answer of his j>ra) that silence 
wliich must for ever stretch betwixt the dead and 
him. 

He shuddered in the sujtiy warmth of day, like one 

who shivers in dank, icy waters ; and stood looking 
down upon the white, serene face, and the hair that 
was blackened with blood, looking, with the dulled, 
paralysed stupor of remorse. 

This man had loved him, had suffered for him, had 
borne with sacrifice and wrong for his sake, had 
cleaved to him closer than a brother, — ^and he had 
slaughtered him as we skughter a brute 1 
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Yesterday livingi in all the fuhiess, tlxe strength, 
the beauty, the rich rejoicing glory of his manhood, 
and t(>-(lay dead — dcdd ! — carrion that lay sightless to 
the sunshine, senseless to all sound, powerless to lift 
his hand against the feeblest insect that should begin 
the fell work of the tomb, useless save to be thrust 
away by hasty hantls out of tiie rciiieuibrance oi men 
into the dark and brutal silence of the grave. 

Standing there beside him, a terror, such as falls 
upon men in their own death-hour, when every for- 
gotten sin stands out to 'damn them, fell upon his 
murderer; rending asunder the iron of a pitiless 
nature; striking to dust, as the lightning sliivers 
steel, the unyielding strength which had refused to 
know remorse, and had gazed with a chill smile upon 
the agonies of death ; smiting down upon his knees, 
as with the wrath of God, the mortal whose passions 
had usurped God's judgment and forestalled God's 
summons, who had dared to mete out life and death 
as though he were not Man but Deity. 

Now for the first hour he realised what he had 
done: — and struck by it as by a blow, he staggered 
' and fell, liis head bowed, his arms stretched out, the 
dews of a mortal anguish thick upon his brow, his brain 
on fire with the horrible surging of the blood, that^ 
like a pent-up flood, seemed bursting to break from 
bondage. 

Suddenly in that dread silence yirhete be knelt 
beside the bier, there arose, joy ous and melodious, 
the evening song of the birds without, where they 
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flnttmd amidst the ilex leaves ; and the tender sound 

struck on his ear as a knife strikes upon bare quiver- 
ing nerves. In those frail tilings, boru tor a summer's 
j^MDi, which eonld he crashed bj a jonng child's feeble 
grasp, the izreat mystery of Life was left; and her^— 
liere — ^his hand had shattered it for ever ! A lifetime 
of lemone conld not restore what he had destroyed^ 
and trampled out, in the bnite fmy of one crime. . 

"Kiat sound broke his stupor, and saved him from 
madness ; his chest rose and fell as though heaving 
against bands of steel; the blood beat and surged 
about his l)i airi ; the iron oi'liLs nature broken asunder, 
yielded and gave way, and one deep gasping sob 
quivered in the air as he sank forward, calling in his 
blind agony on tlie name of the dead. 

There^ beside the man whom he had loved and 

murdered, they found him when, far towards the 
night, they broke open the barred door — found him 
lying senseless. 

For two months the wise men who gathered about 
his bed because lie \vm\ gold and rank, and sought to 
drive away the retribution which followed a fell crime, 
with the poor miserable herbs and poisons that their 
pharmncopciiia taught them, lield his life in danger, 
and called his peril by a lengthy name. 

More briefiy^ it was still but the mad beating of 
the inij)ris()iied blood, which, like the waves of a sea, 
flooded all tlie chambers of the mind, already tilled 
with distorted thoughts and abhorred sounds, the off- 
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sprintr, not of the fantaaia of deliriuin, bnt worse — 

of the memories of iruilt. Worse ; for the madman, 
or the feyer-strlckcu, made sane, leaving liis bed, 
leaves far behind him all which turned it into hell; 
but when the lurking fire in Strathmore's blood had, 
fliime-iike, of itself bunieil down into exhaustion (or, 
as the wiae men better loyed to phrase it, when they 
had cured him''), with him arose every dread shape 
that had made night horrible and day sickly; and 
with him they passed out into the world, and mingled 
with the things of daily life, and followed him — deny- 
ing him solitude, forbidding hini rest. In those awful 
hoars when but one of two issues had seemed inevit- 
able for him — ^insanity or death — '-iJiese had been ever 
before him ; tlie Sorceress, "with the wanton irl amour 
<rf her divine loveliness, whose kiss seemed ever scorch- 
ing on his lips, whose laugh seemed ever mocking on 
his ear; and the Dead whom he had slaughtered at 
her bidding, whose dying sigh quivered for over on 
the air, and whose face, with the eyes wide open to 
the light, with their last look of wild appealing pain, 
for e> er was before him. 

When he arose and went forth again amongst men, 
with what seemed to the world, which had thrilled 
witli tlie hoi-i'or of his storv, an unaltered bearincj, an 
unnatural negligence and calm, these were with him 
still — spectres of the passion which had betrayed him, 
of the crane with which his soul was stained. Before 
tlie triljiuial of God, in the horrors of uight and soli- 
tude, when none were by to stand between him and 
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the sin which made his conscience its own hell, be- 
tween liiui and the anguish which noted still for this 
woman's lost loveliness^ his chastisement grew more 
ghastly with every day which dawned, witli every 
hour that passed. It \\.k6 like the chastisement of 
Orestes^ fullowed by those dread shapes which tracked 
him through his doom, and lay beside him even on 
the threshold of the altar of God, watching him while 
he slept, so that his sleep was peacelcss; while he 
waked, so that hi9 day was joyless ; while he prayed, 
so that his prayer was fraitless — ^those Eumenides 
which are but type and figure of the Passions. 

There are natures which in their anguish seek ihe 
fellowship of their kind, as a wounded deer" will seek 
his herd; there are others which shun it, as the 
stricken eagle soars aloft to die alone, howsoever the 
blood be dropping from his broken wings. Strath- 
mo re's nature, proud, tenacious, unyielding as iron, 
was the last. Pitiless himself, he abhorred pity, and 
if he yielded little mercy to misery, he asked none for 
Ills own. Therefore the world, when he rose from his 
bed and entered it once more, marvelled at lus heart- 
lessness, and deemed him unchanged, untouched. 
So the world, great liar though it be, is oftentimes 
deceived ! 

Unchanged 1 — ^if the iron that has passed through 
the fire be unchanged after the furnace which has 
molten it iu its scorch till it has bent like a river reed, 
then was he so : not else. All that was evil in hun 
had leaped up like a lion from his lair, and now could 
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nevermore be drugged to sleep; all of soi tuejss wiiicii 
his guilty love had lent his nature had been swept 
aside in the whirlwind^ and its pitiless strength had 
centred in but one purpose, one desire, one craving: 
that of yengeance. For his character was one of 
those in which craeltyis twin-bom with suffering, and 
which, ha\'ing tasted of crinu) as the tiger blood, seeks 
more^ and blots out sin by sin. His curse had been 
bom of his vengeance ; yet to crash out his agony he 
craved vengeance yet again. For this man, who liad 
held himself his own god to mould his destiny at will, 
who had deemed he ruled his desires under iron curb, 
and who had looked on in cold disdain while others 
suffered or rejoiced, indifferent to joy as he was steeled 
to pain, endured tortures such as weaker, gentler na- 
tures never know — ^let them thank Heaven for their 
exemption I However guilty and honi of the senses 
his love had been, he had worshipped to devotion the 
woman who had betrayed him; the veiy air she 
breathed had been sacred to him ; he had loved her 
with passionate trath ; he had been jealous of the very 
winds that played amongst her hair; he would have 
staked his Hfe upon her fidelity, even as he did stake 
his honour and his peace. What marvel that now 
'^the hate wherewith he hated her was yet greater 
than the love wherewitli lie had loved her!" Her 
hand had hurled him into an abyss of guilt; her kiss 
had breathed upon his lips a curse that must for ever 
lie there; her tempting had allured and betrayed him 
into crime, which however the law and the world 
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freed him from all stain, marked him out for ever in 

his own siirht and in tlie 4£rlit of initli — a nmrdi ivr. 

And <ro wliere he would his curse pursued iiim. 
In the watches of nif^t it wakened him, and he cried 
oat in its aiioay with the cold sweat dank upon his 
bro^-. Ill the chill dawu it uprose with iiiui, till the 
light of day looked hideoo% and made him torn from 
it as from the gase of an accimng angel. Passing the 
open doors of church or cathtdi*al it pursued him, for 
the hot sun seemed streaming down upon the written 
Law which guards the sanctity of life, and forbtds its 
golden cord to be cut asunder by the hand of man. 
Amidst the peopled world it haunted liim, till the 
purple wine in his glass looked red with hiood, and 
throng the riotoos lan^ter of brilliant revel he heard 
ever in his ear the piteous shiver of one dying sigh. 
In the gay glare of gasii^ity or in the grey shadows of 
the twilight, in the rush of crowds or in the stillness 
of his chamber, he saw the face of the dead ; he saw 
the shudder of the laboured breath, the anguish of the 
death-spaBm, the life-blood winding slowly, slowly, in 
its dark and slimy trail amidst tlio grasses, and soaking 
the fair and trailing hair. Like Cain's had been his 
crime; Hke Cain's was now his chastisement. And 
ihe brand bnmed not the less, bnt the more, upon his 
soul because it was not written on his brow for men 
to read. 
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CHAPTER m 

It was a damp^ yellow autiknin ni^t^ with the 

melancholy sigliing of winds through the dense 
Dmidic woods, and white vajwnrs rising from the 
meres and estuaries to sweep chillily across the sward. 
A profotind sikmee reigned o^er White Ladies— a 
sOence in which the " calling of the sea" could be 
heard from afar off^ where the Western Ocean washed 
its time-worn reefs, and each fall of the yet green 
leaves trembled audibly tlirough the stillne^. And in 
this silence, complete as that of mountain solitudes, 
save for the moaning mnrmnr of the restless seas and 
lihe weary lulling of the winds as they swept through 
the pathless forests, a man on foot, and alone, took his 
way through the woods on an errand that it is rarely 
given to mortals to fnlfil : he went to atone to the 
Liv-ing for a ^vrong to the Dead. Fool ! 
We can destroy^ but we cannot restore ; and the 
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soul may labour f utilelj through the leugth of weary 
years, to upbuild, what one brief hour of its passions 

has sufficed to shatter into dust. Sin ever comes 
obedient to man's bidding; Ezpiationy fugitive and 
fleeting, mocking him, eludes his grasp. 

He walked througli the gloom of the descending 
nighty with the pale skies above him, and in his hand 
the dead man's letter* It seemed to him that that 
which he must say to the one whom he liad widowed 
in her youth would be better said beneath the shroud 
of night than in the garish day. He went on alone, 
while at intervals a water-bird started at his step, and 
the hoot of an owl pierced the silence ; went on till he 
reached the dwelling to which they had directed him, 
where it stood shut away by forest trees from the 
lonely road. No living thing was near; the faint bark 
of a dog baying in the distance the only sound which 
broke upon the night, while the moon shone fitfully 
on the dark rustic porch and the lozenge-shaped panes 
of the casements. The door was slightly open, and 
since no one answered to bis summons, he thrust it 
farther ba^k and entered ; the house seemed empty. 
There was no light save that of the moon's rays as 
they strayed in, and of a dim lamp burning above the 
staircase : the rooms on either side the entrance were 
deserted, though they bore the trace of recent occu- 
pance, and in one, as the moonbeams fell upon it, he 
saw the outline of an easel, and the white pages of a 
book open upon a music-stand. The house appeared 
forsaken, and he went slowly onward up the stairs, 
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guided bv the little oil-lamp that swung there, and 
bending his head to avoid the Ijeams of the low ceil- 
ing. In a chamber to his left, as he moimted the 
staircase, he saw the glimmer of light, and fallowed 
it ; he thought he had mistaken the dwelling, and here 
might find some who wonld direct him ari^t, for 
he knew but little of the by-roads and homesteads 
about. 

He paused on the threshold of the bed-chamber^ 
and stmck lightly on the panels of the door ; it was 
opened by a woman, who looked up at him alarmed 
and curious at the first moment^ then dropped him a 
lowly reverence as she recognised the lo«l of the 
manor. 

Strathmore uncovered his head and slightly ad- 
vanced. 

"I am Lord Cecil Strathmore. Can I see your 
mistress I " 
She hesitated, and looked uncertain. 

I suppose so, my lord — if so be as you wish—*' 
" I desire to see her, — ^now." 
. The woman noticed that his voice was hoarse^ and 
seemed to tremble slightly, and, in obedience rather to 
that sign ttian to his desire, or his rank, fell back to 
let him pass into the room. 

*^WiU you walk hither, then, if you please, my 
lord 1 
"Here!" 

He followed her, wondering at the place chosen^ 
into the dimly ht bedchamber, that to him looked as 
VOL. n. F 
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deserted as lihe test of ihe dwelling. The woman 
preceded him, herself strangely silent and subdued, 
and dnwiag aside the miulm eurtauiB of a bed which 
stood, in fofe%ii mode^ in an alcove^ motioDed him 
there^ i^ithout a word, to her side. 

At the gesture he paused involantarily. 

''OoodGodI issheiUt'' 

Tlie servant looked at him .lUi'prised, and her voice 
sank to a Avhisper : 

^^Slt I though your lordship knew she died at 
dawn to-day 

The mstd rattled in his throaty he staggered back 
against the wall, and leaned there, his face coTei«ed, 

his breath thick and laboured: another hfe lay heavy 
on his soul I ^ 

^ A few weeks ago, my lord,** went on the woman, 
while her voice faltered and "I'ew tliick with tears, a 
letter came from Paris — leastways, it was that post- 
vmA — with a strange writing on the envelope^ and 
inside of it another letter from Major ErroU. Made- 
mois^le Lucille read the note from my ms^ter first, 
and as she read her face grew scared and awful, with 
a piteons look in her eyes, like a lamVs tihe^re lead- 
ing to slaughter. She seized the letter it had come 
in, and her eyes had scarce fell on it before she gave 
a cry like a death-oy, my lord, and sunk down, all 
cold and senseless and crouched together." 

The woman's voice stopped with a low gasping sob. 

^ We did all we conld, my lofd — ^indeed we did; 



biyilizuu by 



BEQUnaC JBTEBVAM, 



67 



bnt the minute the doctor see her, he said as there 
ma no hope ; that a sadden shock had shattered her 

brain, and that the crudest thing to wish for her was 
life. Oh, my lord I and so young as she was 1 8he 
never knew any one of us again, not even the child, 
but lay there, weeks through, with no sense or sight 
in her beautiful eyes. She saiik slowly of she^ ex- 
haustion, fading off like a flower. And, at length, at 
sunrise this morning she died. I suppose } our lord- 
ship will know what has chanced to my master 'i His 
letter that she held clenched in her hand, the doctor 
took and locked up with other papers, but that in the 
strange handwriting was left, and I made bold to read 
it. It came from a gentleman, who wrote that Major 
ErroU had been shot in some dud at Paris, and had 
bade him as wrote it enclose that letter to Mademoi- 
selle XiQcille if he fell. I know nothing else, my lord; 
I only know that the news killed my mistress.'' 

She ceased ; and each of her homely words struck 
like steel to the heart of her heai'er, staining his soul 
with the goilt of two lives blotted out by his hand 
from the Living. 

Dead ! 

Had he known her and loved her wdl, the word 
conld scarce have echoed more hideously in his ears 
than now, when it met him on the threshold mocking 
the atonement that he came to o£fer, and striking 
paralysed and powerless tiie soul which, in its fire- 
snniption, had thought to strike the balance with its 
sin, md cover crime by costless expiation. DsadI 

f2 
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He leaned against the wall, with his head bowed in 
silence ; the direst agony that racks men in their hours 
of bereavement was mercy to the remorse that Strath* 
more knew. 

Then ho raised his head slowly and moved towards 
tlic couch, whilst the woman turned away so that she 
did not look upon his face; she^ who only had heard 
of his close friendship with the dead man, thonght he 
was moved by grief at his friend's loss^ and his rank 
made his sorrow sacred and miapproachable in her 
eyes. He drew near the bed, impelled by some re- 
sistless impulse to look on the work that he had 
wrought^ urged by that strange self-chastisement 
which forces us to drink to the uttermost dregs from 
the cup of retribution. The pale lamp-light fell on 
the white and dehcate couch, ht bier and pall for the 
early youth thus early smitten to the tomb, and on the 
bed she lay — dead in the opening summer of her life 
— dead like a lily rudely broken in its bloom. The 
love faithful in life was faithful unto death ; she had 
gone to rejoin her husband ! 

The lifeless form lay there in its ethereal and 
solemn loveliness, her hands lightly folded on her 
breast, her eyes closed as though in slumber, bearing 
no sign of the destroying hand, save in the hue that 
blanched the lips, on which, even now, a sigh seemed 
set, a voiceless prayer suspended* And in strange 
contrast with her mother's muurnful and motionless 
repose, her head pillowed on the heart that had no 
throb for her, her brow resting on the aim that gave 
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her no embracei her breath leaying its fresh warmth 
on the lips that answered her by no caiess^ was a young 
child sleeping. Life in its earliest bud, side by side 
with Life stricken in its fullest bloom ; the light gold 
locks mingling with the dark unbound waves of her 
mothei^s hair, the flushed cheek, with its rose-leaf 
hue, lying against the one now colourless and cold, 
the soft and dreamless sleep of childhood beside the 
chill and hopeless slumber of the tomb. 

The child would not leave her, my lord,'* whispered 
the woman. ^' She sobbed herself to sleep there trying 
to waken her mother, and I had not the heart to stir 
her. Poor orphan! she is but an infant ; scarcely two 
years old, and a love child! What will become of 
'herl" 

**Her future shall be my care." 

His voice sounded dull and liuarse in his own ear as 
he answered the brief words; standing there, the 
vanity and the mockery of the atonement he had come 
to offer seemed to rise, and jibe and gibber in his face 
before the holy hush of death ; and the hand of God 
seemed stretched to sever him from those whom he 
had slain, and bid him stand aloof, alone on earth, 
with no companion save his ciime. 

He was too late I 

Too LATE I 

The words seemed wailui^ tlu'ouo-h the air — the 
eternal reqviiem of every sin ; and as he stood there, 
with his head bowed in the faint lamplight of the 
ehamber of death, the young child, waking from her 
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sleep, stirred as from some joyons dream, and pushed 
her fair hair from her eyes, and laughed up in iuno- . 
eence and gladness in his face. With an inTokmtaiy 
gesture he spumed her from, him as though some ac- 
cursed thing had crossed his vision : — ^her lips wore 
her fathered smile. 

Stricken hy that look as hj the sword of an avenging 
angel, he turned and went out into the silent night ; 
and in his ear the ceaseless moaning of the distant 
seas^ and the weary cry of the winds, wandering and 
without rest, followed in his path with one eternal 
wail— " Too late 1 Toolatel" 
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^ GOOD AND E7IL AS TWO TWINS OIiEATINa 

TOGBTHEB.'' 

^ You drink the bitterness of Bemorse ? Taste the 

sweetness of Eeveii<re." 

The words stole softly to his ear in the stillness as 
he paced down the ruined cloisters of the Abbey, 
breaking in on the far-ofF lulling of the seas and 
the hoot of the night-birds near. They pierced so 
strangely to the secret of his thoughts^ broke in so 
suddenly on the solitade, in which no living thing 
was near him, that he started and luoivcd up with, for 
one instant, what in a weaker man might have been 
akin to superstition. The fitful moonlight, slanting 
irreyly in through the low pointed arches, fell across 
the hgiire of a woman leaning against the moss-grown 
pillar of the cloisternside ; and in the dress^ worn 
something as Arabs wear their garments, with the 
vivid colours which marked her tribe^ and in the pro- 
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found mekncholy of the SdaTonian features, he re^ 

cognised the Bohemian Redempta, wlio thus crossed 
his path for the third time like some fixed recuirent 
fate. 

His steps were involuntarily arrested, and he 
paused, looking at her in the moonlight| whilst her 
gaze steadily met hi% without boldness yet without 
fear, with something compassionate in its mournful 
fixity; and as she moved forward where a brighter 
Streak of the moon*iays fell, he saw that the oHve- 
bionze of her cheek had paled, and that her deep-set 
eyes were lit with a luminous gleam. 

"Welir* she said, slowly, "does the kiss bum 
like poison now! Was sin bom of the love^ and a 
crime of the sin, and a bitter curse of the ciime? 
Were the words of Kedempta aright f 

He flung her out of his path with unconsdous 
yiolence ; the passions that were at work within him 
made this mociving travesty of them seem scarce so 
much insult as jibe. 

**Out of my way, woman — devil — whichever you 
are!" 

" More devil than woman, for, like you, I hate I " 
The answer came slowly and bitt^ly from her lips 
with menacing meaning ; the ferocity of liis gruc^jj and 
his words seemed to have swept unnoticed over her, 
and to have stirred her no more than the sweep of the 
forest wind past her cheek. Her intonation caught 
his ear, and he turned and looked more closely at her 
features, on which were written the dark passions of 
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the Sdayonic character, masked hy that melancholy 

composure natural to the Eastern blood which mingled 
in her veins. He saw that this woman's words were 
not the offspring of charlatanxy if they might be those 
of a maniac's wanderingSj and he paused, instinctively 
drawn by the fate wiiich seemed to have interwoven 
her knowledge and her actions with his own. 

Of that moment's pause she seized advantage, and 
leaned towards him, changing her slow and imperfect 
English for her own swift, mellow Gzeschen. 

*^ Listen ! Yon axe an English noble, rich and full 
of power — I a wandering Czec, whom your laws call 
a tramp and your scorn calls a vagrant, and yet — yet 
— listen I I, the daughter of Phara, the gip^, can 
give you what your wealth cannot buy nor your 
power command — I can give you your vengeance I " 

By the faint yellow light she saw in his eyes rise 
the steel-like glitter of his dangerous wrath as he 
thrust her back. 

^^You are mad, or an impostor! Let me pass, 
woman ! I am in no mood for fooling! " 

A smile bitter as his own crossed her face, and she 
did not move from his path. 

Am It Look in my face and see I Listen first, 

my lord, ere you judge ! If the words of Kedonipta 
were error that she spoke to you long ago in Bohemia, 
then say she speaks falsely now ; — ^if you did not find, 
as she foretold to you a brief while since in France, 
that your love, changed to hatred, will know no rest 
for its throes till it is slaked in reyenge, then believe 
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that she Hes to yoa now. But if jaa foimd these 

things tru€, then judge her by thvm : as true is her 
hatred for her wh<«i you hate, as sure k h^ power to 
point yoQ jour Tengeance. Say I ifere they truth or 
error ? Say ! ** 

fc>iie waited for his answer, and he was silent, where 
she stood fronting him in the dim moonlight of the 
ruined cloister; a bitter wrath was in his eyes, a 
haughty menace on his hps, but the melodiuu:> ap- 
pealing voice of the Bohemian carried its own convic- 
tion, and in a measure disarmed his anger ; her words 
struck too closely home to the curse he bore within 
him to be heard idly or with scorn, and the soul of 
this man, in whom much that was great commingled 
with dark and evil crimes, was too instinctively true to 
itself and to otiiers to sully itself by a he even to a 
beggar. She saw the advantage gained, and pursued 
it, her voice growing swifter, and sunk to a whwper, 
whilst the untutored poetry of her natural speech lent 
dignity, almost solemnity, to the Bohemian tongue in 
which she spoke. 

" They were truth ! — and you have known their 
bitterness. Listen, then ! 1 have followed you here 
to your own country to be heard, for what you vainly 
seek I can point out, what 1 vainly crave you can 
work, iisten I The worm burrows, where the tiger 
cannot reach; the tiger tears and rends to death, 
where the worm would be trampled and crushed 
under foot ; let them both work together ! Will }'ou 
hold your revenge in your own grasp, to let its blow 
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fall, slowly, sarelj, ribarply, at wliat honr yon will t — 

will you shatter the jewels from her breast, the smile 
from her Hps, the laughter from her eyes, the world 
from her feet t — ^will you hold her fate in yonr grip, 
meting it out at your will, crusliing all that wanton 
loveliness which has betrayed you, as you might crush 
this velvet-painted moth in yonr hand t if yon will, 
then, my lord, listen to the words of Redempta, who, 
though ahungered and athirst, a waiKlerer on the earth, 
withoat home or people, poor, and stricken, and desc^ 
late, will no reward of yon save one— one ! — to He 
her suffer! " 

Tie r voice sank lower and lower, stealing out in the 
hushed night with a terrible and ghastly meaning; 
her hand clenched imconsciously upon his arm, her 
eyes gleamed with a lurid thirsty light, and the im- 
mutable and melancholy calm that veiled her features, 
as it veils the faces of the Easterns beneath the thioes 
of strong emotion, only lent but a more deadly 
strength to the last words than the wildest curse of 
passion could have carried with them. To doubt her 
was no longer possible ; and lie answered her nothing 
where they stood in the sickly autumn moonlight, the 
air aroimd them filled with the faint and moumfnl 
soughing of the sea, and the lull of the winds among 
the cloisters of the dead Dominicans, 

« To see her «i/er/ " 

It was the lust of his own soul — this merciless and 

brutal longing to draw within his grasp tlie vile and 
lovely thing who had been his madness and his curse, 
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and watch his vengeanoe work, and fester, and eat its 
way into her rexj sonl^ whilst he stood cahnly by, as 

men in ancient days stood to watch the lovely limbs 
of women stretched and broken on the rack. For 
StrathmoTiy who had been bom pitiless, had now 
become cruel. 

The Bohemian was silent also ; she seemed to have 
lost all memory of his presence or her errand ; and 
where she leaned against the broken archway, her 
eyes were vaguely looking onward into the darkening 
night, and as her hands moved nnconsdonsly over 
her chain of Egyptian berriesi her lips muttered 
still : 

Thou knowest how I have toiled to keep my oath* 
Gh»nt me but this — but this I To see her suffer ere 

I die — suffer as she made tkee* Vengeance is 
righteous ! " 

A smile more evil than the worst curse that ever 

lodged on human lips, came upon Stratliiiiore's face 
where the watery light of the moon fell on it. Having 
tasted guilt, he had ceased to abhor guilt ; racked by 
remorse, he still' longed for added crime, and the fires 
that scathed his soul neither chastened nor purged, 
but only burned what was iron into steel. 

Righteous 1" he echoed, while his voice was 
labGm'ed with the j)assions roused by this woman's 
temptiTii:, but suppressed by her presence. **NoI — 
it is hellishi But what matter! — ^it is all that is left 
now ! Answer me, impostur or de\ 11, whichever j oii 
be — ^why do you hate? " 
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A weaxy smfle, haggard as grief, crossed her lips 

for one moment, and a stiange softness trembled over 
all her face, 

^^Wbjf whyP she died^ while the melaiicholjr 
Czeschen words rose plaintively upon the silence. 
"Why do women ever hate, sorrow, travail, rejoice, 
lament I Because they love ! I loved — — ^the 
vagrant, the gipsy, the fortune-teller, whom delicate 
women shrink from as from pollution, loved, what she 
•—the aiistocrat, the courted darling, the heaaly of 
courts — ^Eobhed from me. I loved — oh OodI it is 
not of tibe past I love still ! my beloved, niy be- 
loved 1 " 

Her head drooped upon her breast with a low 
gasping sob, and her form trembled as though she 
shivered at the wind ; then she threw back her head 
and stood erect with her stag-like gesture^ the light 
glittering flame-like in her eyes, the dark blood burn- 
ing flame-like on her brow. 

We met in Galicia. He was an Austrian soldier^ 
a noble like yooxself , and he found beauty in me, and 
I loved him, as the chill, pampurud, luxurious women 
of his world never love. I was his toy, but he — he 
was my god I What others called my shame^ was my 
glory ; what others held my sin, was my crown ; and 
I said in my soul, ' I have lived enough, since I have 
lived to be thus dear to him.' I quitted my tribe to 
become his mistress; and when Lennartson left the 
province, and went to Vienna, I followed him — and 
he loved me stilly though where he once gave me days^ 
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he gave me boms. And when he went to Soathem 

France, I forgot my ]^eople and my country, and fol- 
lowed him still thither — ^and still he loved me, though 
where he onoe gave me hours, he gave me moments* 
It 18 ever so with men's kyve! And there he saw her. 
By night, as I crouched under the myrtle shrubs of 
her villa to see his shadow, where it fell, I saw him in 
her gardens ; hj day, hidden nnder the pines, watdi- 
ing for his horse's gallop, I saw them riding together. 
She beguiled him as ^e beguiled yon; he loved her, 
and he was lost to me for ever ! For a while, I know 
scarcely how long, time was a blank to me. I re- 
member nothing ; people who tended me said after- 
wards that I went mad — it may hare been so. The 
first thing I remember is, when I erawled ont and 
found my way to his house, there was a crowd about 
^-a crowd whispermg and awe-stricken ; and when I 

poshed my way thionfrh then, I saw him 

A shiver ran through her frame, and her voice 
dropped; she waited one instant, then summoned 
back the proud and monmfol cahnness wilh which 
she spoke : 

^^I saw him, dead, shot by his own hand . . . . 
and lliose about bun woe fmyiMiig how she hadlan^ed 
and toimted him the ni^t beforc, and how, maddened 
by her, he had left her presence and ended the life 
that she had made worthless. She had slain him 1 — 
and when they told her she felt no lemorse for her 
work, but went to a ball in her diamonds and lier 
loveliness with a laugh on her lips. And by his corpse, 
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when it lay there, torn, pale^ its beauty sliattered, and 
its f^aey rtricken^ I took my oath to God and lum to 
know no rest until I had revenue cl him!** 

Slie paused again ; and in the silence between them 
there BouiMied the mdbncboiy InlUsg of the ocean 
like the ^icHess ebb and flow of human paasioiis, ew 
renewing, never at rest. Then her chanting and 
melodioiis tones took up their burden ouoe more : 

'^And I haTiB k^t my tow. I joined my own 
people again ; but, unseen, unib earat of by her, I 
hare followed in her track, groping in the dark for 
same dropped due^floaM broken thread to goideineto 
the redemption of my oath. She never saw me save 
once, when she bade her hireiiiig strike me out <^ her 
path like a dog; yet I never let her escape me^ but 
followed ever in her shadow, as her doom should 
follow a murderess. Oftentimes my errand seemed 
hopekssy and I said in my hearty ^Fooll can the field- 
lark cope with the falcon f can the emmet destroy the 
gazelle t — how then canst thou reach her I' Yet ever 
again I took patience and courage^ since ever in my 
ear his Toice seemed crying, ^Revenge! revenge 
and when my soul fainted because of the weariness of 
its travail, I thought of him as I had beheld him, 
driven to his death by heiy with his beautiful face 
flhatteved and ghastly, and bathed in its blood I Then 
I gathered my strength afresh, and afresh pursued 
her, blindly, but yet in security, for I believed that 
the hoar would come when the God of Vengeance at 
length would deliver her into my hand. And lo I the 
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hour at last is here. Yet now that I have the know- 
ledge my power is too weak to torn it against her. I, 

poor and lowly, ;iiid whose voice would never be heard, 
cannot use what I have found. But you, English 
lord| can do with it what you will* I, the Yagiant, 
and yon, the Nbhle, both hate ; let the great take the 
key to his vengeance from the obscure. The worm 
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Her voice ceased, and there was silence again be- 
tween them, whilst the winds swept with hollow echo 
through the arched cloisters where they stood, these 
straiige companions thus strangely drawn together^ 
with the great cliaisiii of social lUfftrLMice ya^vTiing 
between them, only bridged by the community of 
hatred, which, like the oommnnily of love^ binds 
together those who are farthest asunder. He had 
heard her througiiout without interruption, and as the 
moonlight fell about him ahe saw the varied passbns 
that swept across his face, and the tiger f^are darken- 
ing his eyes. As dried wood ready for the burning 
leaps up to the touch of flame, so the lust of re- 
venge which was within him leapt up to the woman's 
words, 

" To see her suffer.'^ 

He^ tooy was athirst for it. All that was evil and 
merdless latent in his nature— and there was very 
much — ^had fastened on one desire : to wTeak the 
fulness of some hideons revenge where he had blindly 
doted* And he stood now mlenty while many thoughts 
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coursed tbiongh his brain, larvae of evil wiiich the 

hotbed of remorse was swiftly nourishing to di ed. 

A profound and rapid reader of human character 
and motive, this woman's sool was bare before him as 
a book, and in it he read — truth. Her history brou<j;ht 
back to him that which had once been told huu at 
Yenion9eanx of Marc Lennartson's death and of its 
cause, and he saw that the heart of the Bohemian, tm- 
tamed and untutored, knowing no god but its love, 
and no heaven but its hate, would make no erring 
flight to the quaiiy of its vengeance. He saw that 
tliis woman held, or believed she held, the key to the 
redemption of her oath ; and he saw that, weak with 
her sei^s tendemessi yet thereby strong as her sex 
ever is, ignorant, and malleable as wax in his 
guidance, yet with the tenacity of an Indian in 
tracking the trail she f ollowed^ she would be his tool 
to work as he would. 

For one moment he paused ; the pride of rank and 
of habitual reserve, rather, perchance, than any nobler 
prihdple^ shrinking from association with the Gitftaa, 
rejecting the employment of one thus far beneath him, 
loathing his instrument because he must make it even 
with hunself if he once stooped to use it. That 
moment passed ; then he motioned her from him : 

" I will hear you ; follow me." 

And she followed him in sOence down ihe cloister 
as he went onwards to the entrance of the Abbey, 
which stood out, a grey, sombre, stately pile, in the 
* YOL.U. a 
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moonlight that was shining >vhitc upon \t< delicate 
fretwOTk and its pointed windtmsi and leaving deep iu 
shadow its masses ol Kman alone and battled wall 

shrouded in theii* wiist elm-forests. 

An hofor afterwards the darkfigore of the Boheonan 
moved swif tijr and silently across Ae park of White 

Ladies, taking tlie mid which led to the little hionlet 
b^ond the gates, and at the window of the liluraiy 
where his audience had been given to this strange^ un- 
fitting guest, Strathmoiv stood leaning out to catch 
the coolness of the aiirumu niiiht — hre seemed on his 
brain, fire in his hUnod, for the hatred of men of his 
race had ev^ o nt w e i g h e d and outstripped the sweet- 
ness and the madness of their love. And as a sleuth- 
hound scents the tndi <^ what he would hunt downr- 
ward to its death, so he now saw shadowed out befofo 
him the sure track of a deadly venn-eanoe. 

Here, beneath tlie roof of the Dominican Abbey, 
which once had sheltered both, both seemed beside 
him: the woman who had betrayed him, the sten 
whom he had slain. The sweat of a great horror 
gathered thick upon his brow — flee where he would 
these must ever pursue him, wander where he weald 
for ever on his lips must burn the delidons lie of her 
guilty kiss, for ever in his path must rise the spectre 
of that death-agony which he had gazed on with a 
smile. For Conscience is €k)d ; and hide us where we 
will, it tracks us out, and we must look whither it bids, 
we must listen to that which it utters, we must behold 
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that whieli it Imngs, in ifae i^eeling wreL as in Ibe 

silent dawn^ in the dnli stuper of sleep as in the 
riotous din of orgies; — firom its parsnit ihexe is no 
escape, from its tribunal there is no appeaL 

And where he stood, while through the silence 
there seamed to echo the mockiBg mnsic of Marion 
Yavasoni^s sweet, accnraed laugli, and down the kaak 
of niglit there seemed to tremble the dying sigh of 
him whom he had murdered at her biddings good and 
evil strove togeiher in his heart ; the remorse that 
shonld have purified like fire, and the hatred whidi, 
like fire, would destroy. 

Atonement 1 — his soul hungered for it* It had been 
shattered from Ins hand to»night; yet, later q% it 
might be wi'ested back. If he gathered, by his will 
and by his wealthy about the young child whom he 
had orphaned, all that earth can know d gladness, 
shelter, riches, tenderness ; if, for her fatlier s sake, 
and in her father's trust, he made her future cloudless 
as the life of the flower which but opens to the light 
to rejoice through the sunny length of a fair summer 
day, and made her hps only speak his name in grati- 
tude and blessing, the sin might be atoned I He had 
loved the man whom he had brutally slain: through 
the young life given by the dead, should expiation to 
the dead be wrought. 

Expiation to the dead; — ^but to the living Ven- 
geance. 

The lust for it was in his blood as strong as at that 
hour when his hand had been upon her throat, her life 

e2 
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within his grasp; — and the power of vengeance lay 

now within his grip. " To see her suffer'^ — suffer, and 
plead for mercy, and be denied, even as she had denied 
it, and find her loveliness of no avail to shield her 
from the doom of an unerring and a pitiless fate! 
For this his soul was athirst; to its purpose his life 
was set ; he saw it looming through the darkness of 
the futnre; the pursuit in which his speed would 
never slacken, in whose success v his will would never 
relent« 

In this hour, when he stood alone in ihe autnnm 

night, with no companion save the distant lulling of 
the weary seas; of his remorse was begotten his 
atonement, of his hatred his revenge. 

Twin-bom, must not one strangle the other in the 
birth? Or, twin-nurtured into strength and life, 
could both prosper side by side? 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE F&AIL ABG08T WHICH WAS FREIGHTED WITH 

ATONSMENT. 

Fob a year Strathmore was not seen in Emope. 

Knmour, which must always lie rather than keep 
sSence, babbled now and again lemembiance of him ; 
he had been seen in^Thebes ; he had been met on the 

Amazon, or the Ganges; he had been heard of as 
dwelling at Damascus, and studying the buried lejurn- 
ing of the East; he had been slain in a midni^t fray 
with dragomans close by the Gates of the Kings in 
Egypt; these were among the things that Kumour 
babbled of him, and that Bnmour lied, for none were 
tme. Those who knew him best deemed that he 
shunned the world, and had sought solitude; and 
these also eited. For Strathmore was of a nature 
which masked anguish with an noB strength and an 
impassive calm, and to which the artificial atmosphere, 
the feyerish crowds, the profound ambitions of the 
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grcnt world, were the necessities of existence ; of the 
air of the mountain and the valley he had ever 
wearied ; his hreath was the breath of cities. What- 
ever of retiu'iiing peace the eternal calm of mountains 
and the freshness of trackless forests may lend to the 
man whom the world has wronged, they have none 
for the man self-doomed by a self-chosen iiuilt. Aow 

V CD 

solitade was abhorrent to him — ^to be alone with 
Nature, man must be at peace with Himself. 

Solitude! while over the still, starlit, pathless ocean 
in the hush of night there seemed to steal the quiver 
of that dying sigh. * Solitude! while the crimson 
glui'e of the desert sunlight, streaming from the 
brazen jskies, seemed reddened with the blood that he 
had shed. Solitude I while in the fairest fail of the 
tropic night, there seemed to look into his those dying 
eyes with their look of blind, beseeching pain. Hia 
sditude was a helL 

Yet for a year he was absent from Europe, and 
though man}' babbled of him, none trnly saw him, or 
knew whither he had gone. He was absent for a 
year. For he held, what had been ever the creed of 
tboee of his blood, that vengeance accomplished, is 
crime acquitted, and remorse dulled. 

And patient^ and ruthlessly as the sleuth-hound 
follows in ihe tndl of its prey, he followed the track 
of his revenge. For his own agony hud not taught 
him mercyj aad in pureuit this man was untbing and 
inexorable. 

In the betrayal of his love he had suiiercd enough 
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to have chastened his sin to its full due; the most 
rigid moralist might have compaasioDated Mm be- 
neatb ihe tortures of his guilt-staiiied passion. It 
had not been love with Strathmore, it liad been wor- 
ship — blind and insensate, if you will ; but one into 
which his whote bemg had been absorbed, which had 
cast down unheeding every sacrifice at her feet, which 
would have died for lier, content if his last breath 
had been spent upon her Hps, and which had laid 
waste his life as no merely sensual passion coold luKve 
ever done, when he had learned that his love had 
betrayed him, her fealty forsaken him, that her kiss^ 
her sigh, her smile, her loreliziess were diione lies, as 
free to all tlie world iii> to himself ! The hate where- 
with he hated her was as mighty, tlierefore, as the 
loTe wheuBwith lie loved her* Bom with that certain 
taint of cruelty which often belongs to a character in 
which desire of power is dominant, and which an 
inqpedons, ne^igent egotism rondeis indifEerent to all 
not touching on itself, the latent trait hitherto negative 
or dormant, rose under the pressure of maddened 
passion and grief, into an aocoised thirst for retalia- 
tion. Ere this he wonld not have inflicted pain save 
when compelled to do so to clear his path, or to 
advance au aim; now, the germ grown into a tree^ 
the seed sprung to a disease, the passive quality that 
had lain in his nature, grew active, inflexibility ripened 
into cruelty, and he set himself with pitiless puipose 
to work such mm as he should watch and taste and 
pndong to slow psrotcacted pain, and deal out as 
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tbou|irli his hand and his will had bat to wield the 
iron flail of destiny. 

Blindly as OtheUo had he vonhipped what he 
loved ; mthlessly as Othello he now longed to crash 
her out \vith. his own hand where none could gaze on 
tiie loveliness which had betrayed him; for there is 
no crnelty with which passion has not been allied; 
there is no vengeance so remorseless as that which 
has its birth in love that has turned to hate. And 
although his natoie had been bowed and bent under 
the weight of its agony, a* steel in the forging and the 
flame of the furnace^ it had but grown like the steel 
in the ordealy the keener to strike^ the sorer to slay. 
Because a ceaseless remorse ate like fire into his son], 
he dnng but the closer to Lis vengeance ; because an 
angnish of regret smote hb strength till it sickened 
and reeled in the torture of his lonely honrs^ he reared 
that strength but the higher, to gather afresh the 
reins of fate into his grasp, and build up with his own 
hand the stractnies of expiation and of chastis^ent. 

StrathmorCj L^reat in much, weak in much, and 
goilfy in far more, was very human; for human 
nature, with many touches of deily in it, has yet far 
more of devil, and is a tree of which 

aed qtiantnm Tertice ad mxas 
Mth&n&Sf tantum radice in Xartara tendit. ^ 

And of the few boughs which stretch to heaven, how 
many fibres strike to hell I 

Where the Atlantic waves wash on the western 
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s^ore, and the headlands are dad with hy and trailing 

honeysuckle ; where the white surf foams up on the 
ribbed pearly sands, and in the shadows of the 
hollowed rocks, ever sounds from dawn to sunset 
the delicate music of birds* voices minfrlinc: with the 
murmur of the seas ; there was sheltered the young life 
which Strathmore's crime had orphaned in its opening. 
It was a fitting place for childhood to grow up in, * 
free as the winds which swept over the ocean, joyous 
as the white-winged sea-biids which cleft their path 
through the sunlight ; — this place on the western sear- 
board, with the melody of its waves echoing through 
the day and night, with its warm breezes blowing 
over golden gorse and purple heather, with its snowy 
breakers dashing on the rocks, and with its broad 
blue waters tossing seaweed in the light of a summer's 
noon. 

There, where thehonghs of the trees drooped almost 
to the edge of the sheltered sunny bay in St. George s 
Channel, and through the opened windows on a sum- 
mer dawn came the Toices of the fishermen, and the 
somid of the sea, and the piping of .the waking birds, 
dreamily mingled in one pleasant music, lived the 
one who filled her dead paienlfs place to £rroll's 
young child — Lady Castlemere. Although he had 
given to her but negligent regard, a cold ceremonial 
of attachment, Strathmore's mother had loved him, 
not in his childhood or his youth, for she had then 
been a political leader absorbed in her great party, but 
proudly and warmly now that she followed his career 



Digitized by Google 



90 



STBATHMOBE. 



from her solitude by the western shores, whither ahe 
had gone whan age and delicacy of health had made 
the great Avorlcl distasteful, and had softened that 
haughty chiilness \\ hich came with her Norman blood. 
A stately and noble woman still, with that which had 
been tmpelding in her nature rendered tonchingly 
gentle under the hand of Time, wliich meiiuws whilst 
it destroysi she left the proud station of Marchioness 
of Castlemere to her elder son's wife, and merged 
her own ambitions into those of Strathmore, whom 
she saw seldom, but of whom tlie world told her 
much. She had bitterly mourned when she heard of 
the slavery into which a woman's beauty had fettered 
iiim, and had shuddei^ aghast at that deadly tragedy 
which the world passed over with a light f oigiving 
name. But in his guik she loved Mm more truly, 
perliap^, than she had ever done; and in his gmlt his 
thoughts turned to her. 

It was his mother to whom he had dek^^ated, and 
who had aocsepted that trust which the (kaih of the 
wife had rendered it alone possible to fuliii to the 
child I and In proportioa to the remorse which gnawed 
to hts hearths core with even' remembrance of the 
man whom he had mmxleretl, Wiis his ahn<^»si morbid 
craving to luhll to it.s uttermost breadth and depth 
that which he looked on as a request to be obeyed 
sacrodly and unrea.sinor]y, j,^ t]^^ iuoaement that 
lav iu his |Hi\sxii* to nnidcr to the dead. 

If \xNi hav« once known what it k to lecal, in a 
too Ut« ri^peiitanc«» ouel woids q^oken, hai^ tliougat^ 
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utteredj io one whom you loved well and wlio lias 
gone from you for ever beyond hearing of your 
prayer ; and to lavish your caie — in your poor mise- 
rable futile longing for some atonment, or cleaving 
to some relic of, the dead — on horsei, or dog, or flower 
that he or she had treasured, then joa know in some 
faint shadow of its bitterness that which he now felt ; 
that on which he now acted. 

The heart of his mother yearned to him in his 
dime and his remorse. For his sake^ and at his wish, 
she accepted the guardianship of Erroirs young child: 
he coupled it with the condition — first, that the child 
as she grew up should he taught to look upon him as 
her &iend and guardian, and, again, that she should 
never he told her father s naute. So, alone, could none 
unfold to her the histoiy of her father's death; so, 
alone^ could she grow up ignorant tiiat the hand 
which fostered and sheltered her was stained witli 
heT' father's blood. 

It was easy to accomplish this. EiRolFs marriage 
had been known to none; tihe clergyman of the 
obscure village where the ceremony had been per- 
formed was dead ; his wife had still borne her maiden 
name; the servants, the doctor, and the vicar at 
White Ladies had looked on the offspring of their 
union as a love-child,'' and there were no others who 
even knew of her birth. Accordingly, when the 
.TounfT Lucille was secretlv removed and placed with 
Lady Gastlemere, under her mother's Hungarian 
name, as an orphan whom she had adopted, and to 
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wham her «m had been appointed guardian, into a 

matter of so little moment none inquired, and Lis 
moth&^B protection of her excluded any coarser sup- 
positiofi as to Stralhmoie's rektionship to her, which, 
nnder other dicnmstances, might have been mooted^ 
to her disadvantage in later years. On her he settled, 
independently of hiAiself , a considerable sum, more 
than sofficient for all needs of her nnrtnre and edu- 
cation, and, in the case of his death, provided that she 
should inherit largely of his wealth. He desired that 
if she grew to womanhood she should hold his name 
in love and gratitude, ignorant of the heritage of 
wrong she owed to him ; he longed that there should 
be one innocent life on earth tmawaie of the guilt 
which lay upon his soul. And here, too, the will of 
the dead strengthened and sanctioned his own : ErroU 
had written, Never let her know that it was by your 
hand I fell.** A wish of his was now more sacred to 
the one who had slain him, than all the laws of God 
and Man which he had broken I 

The arrangements with his mother had been all made 
before he ([uitted England, and the child had been a 
yetir in the dower-house of Silver-rest, happy as a 
joyous childhood ever is from the sunrise of its care- 
less, cloudless days to the sunset of its peaceful, 
dreamless nights ; happy with the seaweeds for her 
treasures, and the yellow gorae for her wealth, and 
the hushing of the seas for her slumber-stmg, yet — 
it might have been whimsically fancied — with the 
regret of her mother^s loss vaguely told in the wistful 
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gaze of her fair eyes, and the shadow of her falhei's 
dark and early doom left in the touching and unt-ou- 
scions sadness, which stole like a fate over her young 
face in sleep or in repose. 

She had been there a year, when, in the close of 
the summer, Strathmore's yacht, Sea Foamy bringing 
him, as most beUeved, from the trackless forests 
and buried cities of Mexico, came to anchor in the 
little western bay, after her long run across the 
Atlantic, before she went down Channel. He landed, 
and went on alone to Silver-rest in the morning light. 
Far as the eye could reach stretched the deep still 
waters of the bay ; the wliite sails of his yacht and of 
the few fishing skiffs in the offing stood oat distinct 
and glancing in the sun ; over the bluffs and in all 
the clefts of rock tlie growing grass blew and flickered 
in the breeze; and as he crossed the sands the air 
was fragrant with the scent of wild flowers that grew 
down to the water's edge. 

But to note these things a man must be in unison 
with the world ; to love them he must be in unison 
with himself. Strathmore scarce saw them as he 
went onward ; all that he beheld was the Future and 
the Past, the vengeance which should stand in the 
stead to him of all that he had forfeited, and the 
crime which gnawed unceasingly at liis heart, as the 
vulture at the living entrails of the doomed. Out- 
wardly, he was unchanged : the cold, urbane manner, 
the chill, keen brilliance natural to liim were un- 
altered ; he was a courtier and a man of the world ; 
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for twenty years to come he would not change per- 
ceptibly ; hut in character he had altered much ; or 

rather — to speak more truly — ^his nature had leapt up 
from its repose like a lion from its sleep* An agony 
of repentance had shaken his sonl to the dnst, roosing 
it for ever from the calm esjotism in which he had 
bade it he ; a goilty pasaion had swept over his life 
like a whirlwind^ snuting from his hands for erer the 
cm'b with which he had boasted, god-like, to rein his 
passions at his will. The temple which he had built to 
himsdf had been riven to the gronnd by the thnnder- 
h(Ata of the storm : a holier &om its rains might jet 
have arisen, but that with his own hands he chose to 
fashion the twin stmctnres of Betribution and Ex- 
piation. Biiefly, Strathmore had grown at once more 
sensitive and more dangerous, and though the whole 
creed of his pride had been scattered, like leaves before 
the windy before the test of a great temptation, though 
the strength which liLid hauo-litil y held all human en'or 
aloof and in disdain, had succumbed to the hist attack 
€i passion, and had wrought a foul crime as calmly 
as a righteoos act, Strathmore never altmd in this : 
life was still to be moulded by his will, and by hU 
decree he held still that he should rde fate even as 
Beitfl Alas! 

Evil or good may be better, or worsei 

In the human heart, bnt the mixtna oftBCll 

Is a marrel and a curse ! 

This is the widest truth in human life^ but it is one 
little remembered among men. 
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He went this morning where, in his yeaining loye 

for the man whose blood was on his hands, he had 
centred his sole chance and choice of expiation on the 
fnil life of a young child. As he walked onward 
over the wet smooth sand he came into a sheltered 
semicircle in tlie rocks, part of the grounds of Silver- 
resty where the trailing plants were thick and odoion% 
forming a hanging screen of Bowers^ through which 
the sun-rays played upon the pools, and on the 
houlders that glowed deep red where the water had 
splashed them wet ; and here he stopped, for lying on 
the wild ivy full length, with two setters beside him, 
he saw a boy of some ten years old, Lionel Caryll, 
the son of one of his sisters by an ill-fated mesalliance, 
whoy eaiij left «n orphan, had always been brought 
up by Lady Castlemere. 

The boy started, rose, and stood skyfy silent; he 
had seen but little of Strathmore, and of that little 
he was afraid. lie was a licUidsome child of the 
Saxon type, with a fair, tanned skin, and a mane of 
faur, tangled hair* Stratfamore pnt out his hand 
carelessly to him; he disliked and never noticed 
children* 

" How are yro, NeUo f " 

The boy, still, did not answer, and Straihm<Nre 

passed onward, putting aside a quantity of creepers 
which^ hazing from the ^elf of rock above, oh- 
stracted hb progress. Bat the boy sprang forward 

with an eager gesture r 

^^btopl please — ^prayl yon will wake h^ i" 
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«Wakewhatr 

^ Wake her! — and die was 00 lired.^ 

Strathmore in&tinctively looked down, deeming that 
the bo/s caze ref ened to acme pet setter or letrierer. 

Amongst the long gran mider the ledge of rock, 
with the sunlight streaming fitfully through the leaves 
upon her, with her aims aboYe her head, and her 
limbs lying in the pliant, musonacioiis grace of child- 
hood and of sleep, there at his feet lay the child he 
had last seen at the death-bed of her mother. Her 
clasped hands held a long trail of ivy, her fair hair 
was wreathed in with a childiflh crown of wood violets, 
and her face was turned towards liim with the daik 
lashes resting on its wann, flashed chedu^ and in 
its lovdiness, still almost that of infancy, the shadow 
of that unconsciou.s sadness which seemed like the 
shadow of her father's fate ; a presage, or a heritage, 
of woe. 

Strathmore paused, and a shudder ran through his 
frame ; again this young child, in her innocent sleep, 
seemed to him as his worst accoser, seemed to him at 
once her fathei^s phantom and avenger; and again 
this time, as she slept, the smile that smote him to the 
heart parted her lips and passed over her f ace^ the 
smile that he had seen so often on the lips of the 

Dead. 

Lionel Garyll looked at him^ awed and terri&ed, he 
barely knew why : 

" Arc you ill ? " the boy asked timidly. 
Strathmore signed him away : 
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^ Yes — no* Go on and tell my mother I am liero^ 
NeHo. I will follow/' 

Tlie boy hesitated^ and looked at the sleeping child 
who had been his companion in play. 
Will yon take care of Lucille f " 

Accustomed to deference, and intolerant of oppo- 
sition, Strathmoie signed him away : 

^ Go^ and do as I bade yon.'* 

The boy wavered, looking wistfully at his com- 
panion, and doubtfully at Strathmore ; then, instino- 
tively compelled to obedience^ he went like a grey- 
honnd over the sands, followed by his setters. 
Strathmore was left alone with the remorse which 
* an infant's smile had sufficed to waken into all its 
anguish— such is the coward doom of Crime* 

He stood in solitude, with the sound of the seas 
about him, and at his feet the sleeping child, with the 
Violets tangled in her fair, floating hair; and as he 
looked on her younc]^ loveliness, which, so different 
yet so similar, bore so strange a likeness of her 
f ather^s face, memories thronged upon him, starting 
from the haze of long forgotten years, and gathering 
around him, even as the pursuant Shapes gathered 
about the Slayer in Hellas, till the air, which was 
clear to the sinless, grew, to the stccuised, darkened 
and crowded with their thronging, shadowy forms. 
He remembered Knoll, a young child, even as this, 
with the same fair, trailing hair, and the same smile 
like sunshine on his lips ; he heard his fresh, glad 
laugh ring on the summer air ; he heard his childish 
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voice ecbo upon Ids eir; he feh the touch of his 
young hand ; he lived again in those yean that had 

lon<» drifted bv, fonrotten in the whirl of vears more 
evil) when in his own soul there was no sin, when the 
man whom he had mnidered pkyed heside him in the 
sunlicrlit, when hi- life was guiltless as tliat on which 
he now loc)ked, where it lay sleeping at his feet ! 

And a hitter cry hroke from him wheie he stood 
on the mlitaiy shore: 

" My friend I Mj brother !" 

Bade upon his ear the echo of the rodos aroimd 
wailed in return his own yearning, fntQe anguish, 
like a prayer fruitless and rejected of Heaven. 

In the sunny stilhiess of the noon Strathmoie 
howed down his head npon his hands, and his frame 
shook with tlie throes of the remorse which could not 
force back the sealed portals of the grave, which 
could not call to earth the existence one fleetiiig 
instant had been sufficient to destroy. He could not 
have told how long he had sat there in the solitude, 
where eveiy stirring poise of life^ from the nciseleas 
rash of the searhirds^ ^^g^ ^ faint shouts of the 
ii^hLiiaen across the bay, seemed like the voice of 
God calling upon him to answer for the life he had 
huried into the grave ; moments might have passed, 
or hours, when he was roused by the silken touch of 
hair aganist his hand, and a voice which whispered 
softly in his ear : 

You are not happy ! — tell Lucille I** 

He started and looked up; the young child, 
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awakened from her sleep, had come to him, and 
vaguely grieving for the grief she could not compre- 
hendy as spaniels do at sight of haman pain, was 
blindly striving, as a spaniel might, to comfort him. 
Losing fear of a stranger in her child's compassion, 
she had drawn dose to him, so that her bri^t hair 
swept over his hands, and in her large soft eyes stood 
tears half of terror half of pity for the suffering 
which she saw and vaguely felt, with answering pain, 
as the spaniel the sorrow of which he nothing knows. 
And her young voice, tremulous but tenderly caress- 
ing, mm'mured in his ear, " Lucille is sorry for you 
— do teU Lucille 1" 

With a gesture as though a serpent had stong him, 
Stratlugore started, flung her off, and t^uivered like a 
man who has been struck a death-blow. 

^ Child, child! hate me, curse me, reproach me, 
but — oil, i j ( >ii I — do not pity nio I Keep off ; my 
hands are red with his blood, i/ours must not touch 
ihemi" 

The wild words died inarticulate in his throat, and 
his teeth cieuclied as the anguish she had strung to 
torture rent and tore his frame— the worst chastise- 
ment from the hands of man would have been mercy 
to the reproach of those innocent words which pitied 
him; to the unconscious accusation of those uplifted 
^es gazing with a child's tender yet wondering com- 
passion on the face of her father's murderer ! 

She stood apart awed and silent, the tears standing 
in her eyes, that were at all times wistful with a 

h2 
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hauntingi befleeching sadness; the fierce gesture 

which had flung her off she understood, the words 
she did not, they were uninteiiigibie — ^indeed, un- 
heard — ^but she waited; pale to her lipsi and trem- 
blmg like a young fawn after a cruel blow, yet drawn 
by a strange instinct of compassion towards this 
agony, which she seemed to know was brutal^ not to 
her, but from its own blind pain. She waited, then 
grown more daring, and taught by those who in- 
stilled to her an infinite love for all who suffered, she 
drew near him again — nearer and nearer, till her 
hair swept once more on his hand, and a pathetic 
entreaty trembled in her voice : 

^ Speak to me— do speak to me I Lucille meant 
no harm." 

Again at her touch and her voice he shrank and 
shuddered as under physical torture ; this child came 
with caressing gentleness and plaintiye pity to the 
one whose guilt had orphaned her, and to whose 
hands she owed the deepest wrong that life can owe 
to life 1 Then he lifted his head and looked at her; 
when his resolve was set liis strength was iron to 
bridle himself or to coerce others, and it was his will 
that she should grow up holding him in love and 
gratitude, and ignorant ever of the crime which 
otherwise must stretch, a hideous and impassable gulf, 
between her and the assassin of her father. He 
passed his hand lightly over her fair silken hair, and 
answered gently : 
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Liicillo is veiy kiiid. I thank her. TeUme, yoti 
who are so pitiful to pain^ are y<m happy t " 

Her eyes looked thm urate snrpxiae that any one 

could ask her such a question, and a smile played 
about her lips as she drew a long glad breath, re- 
calling her own exhansdess treasniy of joy — the jojs 
bom of sea, and bird, and fiuwer, of a crown of forest 
violets, and a chase of summer butterflies I The joys 
which are pnre^ and cost no pang of shame^ no pur* 
chase-gold of guilt, in their glad reaping I 

Strathmore found in the simple answer the first 
seed of his atonement ; it was much to him to learn 
from the child's fresh, truthful lips that she was 
"happy" — happy by his means, and in his fuliilmcnt 
of the trust bequeathed him by the dead. His hand 
rested on her hair, and his eyes upon her face, as she 
leaned aijainst liini caressingly and without fear, as 
though he were known and dear to her, rather than, 
as he was, a stranger. Skilled in reading human 
features, he read the nature easOy which was dawn- 
ing here, the susceptibility to joy and pain suggested 
by the lips with their mournful lines in repose, and 
thdr sunny, laughing smile which sparkled and then 
died; the too early depth and poetry of tliouglit 
which were written on the low, broad brow; the 
latent tenderness which lay in the sadness of the 
upward look, and in the liquid melancholy depths of 
the eyes, soft and dreamy as the night. These might 
have told him that to secure happiness to the Child- 
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hood WBS easy, with its fleeting pleasures centred in a 

bird's carol, in a dog's love; but to secure it to the 
Womanhood was a more perilous yentore^ which 
might chance on shipwreck. 

At that moment a little toy-spaniel that was with 
him caught her eyes, and with a child's swift change 
of thought she uttered a lau^ of delight, and threw 
herself upon the sands bende it, kissing its long earsy 
and bathing it fondly in her bright long h^. With 
a stifled ciy Stratiunore seized the aninud from her 
arms: the dog was the one which had nestled in 
Erroll's breast, and refused to leave the side of the 
dead man ; he could not see ^e child in her nnccm.- 
sciousness caress the brute whose fidelity had ontHved 
bis own, whose watch had been kept over her father's 
corpse I 

She looked np at him, deeming that she had com- 
mitted some great fault in touching a stranger's dog 
without iiis leave ; and with caressing grace and 
penitence she leaned against him^ lifting her darl^ 
beseeching eyes : 

Lucille is sorry — Lucille was wrong I But he is 
so pretty^ and he would love me-^all things do 1 " 

GaUoos to much, merciless to more, Strathmore, 
who liutl deemed tliat nothing in life could ever 
wound or move him, felt the burning tears gather in 
his eyes at the simple words and action of this child, 
so unconscious of his own deep guilt, and of her own 
great wrong ! Ilia voice shook as he stooped to her : 
The dog is yours— none have so great a right ; 
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liucille, if all tilings love you, will you give some love 
tome?" 

She looked surprised yet wistful, and her eyes dwelt 

on liini earnestly. 

" Yes, Lucille will love you. But not /or the dug. 
Tell me your name, that I may say it in my prayers I " 

For many moments he made her no answer ; and 
iu the silence his loud laboui-ed breathings hoiu-selj 
lose and fell. Then his hand passed slowly and 
gently over her hair, and his voice shook still. 

Ah, in your prat ers ! God knows I need them 
fxom all things innocent. Remember me and love 
me— I was your f athei^s friend.** 

The last words were low with a great agony, and 
seemed to rend and stifle him in tlieii* utterance. 
His hand Hngered for a moment in farewell upon her 
hair; then he turned and left her, bidding the 
spaniel, which clung to and fawned upon the child, 
stay with her. Young Caryll was coming swift as 
the winds towards them. Strathmore passed him 
without word or sign and Aveiit onward, leaving be- 
hind him, standing together on the sunny silvery 
sands, the boy Hello and the young child Lacilk^ 
between them the little dog which had crouched in 
its love upon the dead man's breast, when human 
friendihip had betrayed, and human watchers had 
forsaken hioL 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE WHISPEB IN THE TUILERIES. 

Marion J^adt Yayasoub stood in her. dressing- 

cliaiiibtir, before her Dresden-iiamed mirror, com* 
from a f6te of one of the leaders of that brilliant set of 
which she was still the Fashion, theOynosnie, and the 
QuotiU. T\w- lustrous light in those superb eyes was 
not dimmed ; the mocking smile on those lovely lips 
laughed triumph that was unshadowed ; the fair ^row 
and the delicate bloom wore the brightness of their 
youth unman^d. For the world was as ever ac her 
f eet| and remorse had no part and no share with her ; 
it could not whisper in her golden dreams, not dog 
the iMvttl ne^li^Mit step with Aviiich slie swept through 
life. Kemoi^el She knew it not. How could its 
gfaastty cry be heard above the ceaseless chant of 
homti^^ idnrnt her piith t — how conld its dread terrors 
foive their way into the proud and dazzluig presence 
to which kiqgs bent and princes kneltl 
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Sbe knew xevenge, she knew crndtj, so do the 

velvet panther and the painted snake ; but she knew 
not remorse, neither do they ; and that dark tragedy 
of which she had been the canse, touched her no more 
than these are touched by the death they deal — save 
that she knew, when the world babbled of it, it 
babbled of her power ; save that she loved to learn 
W deci.ly a w(naan'8 .mule may strike, how widely 
a woman s loveliness may blast. True I — till she had 
wearied of the fidelily even of a goilty passioni all 
that she had vowed to Strathmore had, perchance, not 
been a lie; true! — there had come hours when she 
had thought that had they met earlier, met when 
their love might have been pure, and the breath of 
the world had not sulUed their hearts, she might liave 
given him such constancy as poets fable and as she 
mocked : the fleetest rivers have their deeper waters^ 
the most heartless amidst us have thw better hours. 
But her lust was Tyranny, her glory Power, and the 
evil which she worked smote not upon her — for her^ 
as for Greek Helen, brethren warred with brethren, 
and men cast their lives into the slaughter ! And this 
triumph was her crown. She stood now before her 
mirror, and let her gaze dwell proudly on the peerless 
form whose divine grace no living woman rivalled ; 
then she swept onward to her carriage to go to that 
world which was her court. She was the most beau- 
tiful woman of her time. Who shall ^ve me title so 
omnipotent, sceptre so mighty ? 

Where she went was to the TuilerieSe the 
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English FeereaSf the beauty of Pan% the leader of 

Fashion, had ever found her pmudest triumphs ; here 
to-night, as countless nights hefore, Princes coveted 
her smiles. Queens wece outdazzled hj her^ and Sov^ 
reignties paled beside the sway of the woman whose 
beauty owned no rival ; here, Marion Lady Vavasour 
was in the height of her brillianoe, and her fame. 
And here, and thus she was watched bj the man 
whom her love had made a slave, whom her he had 
made a murderer. . 

She glittered throagh the titled crowds ihat were 
gathered in the palace of the Bourbons, with the sap- 
phires glancing among her amber hair, and her smile 
of superb triumph upon her lovely Hps^ her choice 
and (leHcate wit falling hke a shower of silver, her 
resistless coquetries charming to blindness all drawn 
within her circle in the salons of a King, And he 
watched her — ^this divine loyeUness that had betrayed 
him with a kiss ; this soft and patrician thing that had 
forsaken him with the vileness of the wanton; those 
angel lips with their childlike bloom, which had whis- 
pered and wooed him to the bottomless abyss of 
crime. So much the more madly worshipped once 
— ay, sfiiU! — so much the more mercilessly was she 
now doomed, so much the more deeply damned! 

The palace was thronged that night. The ball 
vras on the occasion of a xoyal marriage^ and all that 
was greatest in Europe was assembled at the Tnile* 
ries; but as her sapphires outshone aii the jewels of 
loyal peeresses and imperial orders, so she outshone 
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all tlie loyefiness gathered there^ wlule she floated 

through its courtly crowds, now listening to the flat- 
teries of Princes of the Bloody now to the munnur of 
velvet - lipped Cardinals, now hending to her feet 
aiisterest Statesmen, now seeing bowed before her 
some proud crowned head. And Memory was far 
away from her in her superh omnipotence^ her clond- 
less present — far as was Remorse ! 

She passed down the Salle des Miirecliaux on the arm 
of the Due d'Etoiie^ her perfnmed lace floating about 
her, the sapphires stariike above her brow, the light fall- 
ing on her dazzling face ; and every glance involun- 
tarily turned on her and on her Boyal lover, for such 
he had notably become. But as she went, imrivalled 
in her omiiipotence, unci quailed in her beauty, sweep- 
ing through the courtly crowds witii wit on her lips and 
conquest in her ^ance, the eye of D'fitoile, resting on 
her, saw her face grow pale and a strange tremor seize 
her. 

What was it ? Was there poison in that perfumed 
air — miasma in those royal salons — plague-taint, or 

subtle death-odour, bimiing from the lights which 
gleamed above upon her loveliness, or exhaling firom 
the jewels which glistened in her bosom t No^ none 
of these ; we are not in the days of Medici and Sfoi-za 
and (grown virtuous from dread of science and of law) 
we do not slay the body, we only slay by slow and 
sure degrees the soul, the honour, or the peace of what 
we hate, because this is a homicide absolved of men. 
What was it, then, that, suddenly aa she swept 
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throa^ tbie prMepce^hmber of the Tailerie% made 
lier hpB grow white, her eyes f^eam for <me fleeting 

moment with the terror of a hunted antelope, her 
hand tremble on her iiojal lover s arm ? It was this 
only — the whisper of two words, whidi seemed to 
float to her from a distance, yet which reached no ear 
save hers : 

^ MarUm 8l Maurr 

She glanced on all immediately aboat her— cour- 
tiers, ministers, amhassadors, princesses, peeresses, 
maids of hoaoiir-4>iit she saw that as none of these 
had heard, so none of these had spoken that whisper 

of her maiden name. But as she lifted her eyes, they 
fell npon the face of the man she had forsaken and 
betrayed ; the man who, in the last hour she had 

beheld liiiii, had hurled her from liini because death 
was too swift and merciful a vengeance. 

Stratfamore stood at some slight distance^ leaning 
against a console where the light fell full upon his faee, 
which wore its look of cold and pitiless caUn; and his 
eyes were npon her, watching her with a steel-like 
glitter, a dark tiger-passion, insatiate and without 
mercy, that the drooped lids did not veil. 

And she who in her light insouciance her omni- 
potence of beauty, feared Heaven and its wrath as 
little as the most daring of blasphemers, the most 
stoic of philosophers, turned pale even to her laugh- 
ing lips, and felt the air tnm sickly faint, the lights 
whirl round her, the crowd grow dizzily indistinct, 
and saw nothing but that gaze, with its mute and 
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mercilefls menace, suddenly met there as a ghost arisen 

from the tomb, silently quoting to her the Past, 
silently threatening the Future. 

The weakness endnied hut an instant, too swift for 
even the Prince on whose arm she hung to note it, and 
she passed on — ^passed Strathmore. He did not move ; 
he gave her no sign of recognition ; but his eyes rested 
on her, and — he smiled. She knew the deadly mean- 
ing of that faint, chill smile ; she had seen it on his 
lips before he went from her to meet the man whom 
he had doomed, and she shuddered and grew sick and 
cold, and shivered with vague and intangible terror, 
as at the chastisement of their mutual sin. In that 
single moment, which for the first time smote on her 
soft and brilliant life with a ghastly and nameless 
fear, his vengeance had begun. 

The flatteries had lost their honey, the homage had 
lost its glory, the charm of the world was marred, the 
power of her sway was broken that night to Maiiuu 
Yavasour ; and w hile she reigned iu all her radiance 
in a Kin^s Pakoe, the hand of a nameless teiror laj^ 
heavy upon her, and she saw, ever pursuing her with 
its iron calm, that ruthless and unspoken doom. 

Henceforth there would be poison in her win^ a 
canker in her roses, a ghost beside her couch, an asp 
within her bosom. His vengeance had begun. 

The Paris Season had commenced, with the map- 

riage-ball at the Tuileries, something earlier than 
usual, and Lady Yavasour sat in her lege at 
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the Opera, moving her fan with all a Spaaiaixi's 
iprace, lazily listening to Mario and Malibran, or to 

the w hispered worship of her cohue of courtiers, while 
the delicate sandal-wood perfmne floated from her 
rich lace, and some of the hrilliant deep-hned tropic 
flowers of the East lay crown-like upon her lu^strous 
hair. 

In the light, in the warmth, with a Prince's homage 

inTimiured in licr ear, with diamonds of untold price 
glistening in her bosom, with a proud title of her own, 
in the sight of a proud Order, sorely she^ if any, was 
secnred from the evil stroke of bitter fortune ; looking 
on her, it seemed that even Death itself must pass by 
this beautiful, pampered, imperious thing, aa too fair 
to smite, too full of sovereignty to slay ! Yet where 
she sat, with the sweetness of music lulling licr ear, 
and the gaze of lovers' eyes worshipping her beauty 
and entreating for its smile, lapped in her own dazzling 
voluptuous, victorious Present, like the epicurean she 
was, the same fear which had suddenly smitten her iu 
the presence-chamber of the Tulieries smote her sud- 
denly here, the same chUl ran through her, the same 
eiiiDiion for one brief instant blanched her lips, gave 
terror to her eyes, made the wit falter on her tongue 
•^for she heard the same whispered words spoken on 
the air close by her : 
" Marwii St. Maur I " 

Yet they were but the words of the name she had 
borne before marriage. 

"Quavez vous, madame? Vous trouvez I'air du 
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loge taut soit peu ^nffaatl" D'£toile asked, with 
tender solicitude. 

C'est Todeur, des fleurs qu*on a mises a mon bou- 
qnety praies4er' said Lady VaTasour, holding to 
liun the jewelled boaqnetiere, which Etoile took with 
such a subtle, graceful iiattery in his thanks as only a 
Paiiaiaii can turn ; but it fell for once dull and lost 
on the ear to which it was mnimnred, as Marion 
Vavasour presse<l her fan agaiust the lips on which 
she knew their bloom had paled, and thought in her 
Bonly ^'Who can know it here I Kot — surely 
not he!'' 

For the terror on the life of this courted and sove- 
reign beauty who had been used to coquet at her 
will with Destiny, and rule Fate by a sign of her faji| 
a m<yu£ of her lip, wcl^ her dread of the man w hose 
love she liad fed to madness and goaded to crime, and 
who had spared her from death only that he might 
see her live to sufPer. 

As her eyes wandered, half unconsciously, half rest- 
lessly, over the house;, in the full glare of the light on 
the opposite side, she saw him again, saw jam as in 
the Tuileries, witli his eyes fixed upon her under their 
drooped hds, and upon his face that slight, chill smile 
which struck like the cold touch of steel. A few 
moments previous he had been in the loge which ad- 
joined hers; now he stood fronting her, looking on 
her as he had- trained himself to look, tranquilly, pas- 
si<mlessly, as in the Question Chambers of the Inqui- 
sition the DoniimcaD, with gentle voice and soul of 
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Btoely locdced on the tortured whom he doomed^ and 
bade the rack be tamed. 

And Marion Vavasour could have cried out in her 
dread, and risen and left the Opera Hoiu»^ as though 
fleeing from some haunting spectre; lor she knew 
then that it had been Strathmore's voice which had 
whispered her maiden name. But she was too skille^ 
an actress ihns to betray herself ; tiiongh of much 
cowardice with much cruelty (for lier nature was one 
essentially feminine), she had ever at command finest 
finesse and calmest self-control: like many of her 
sex, pusillanimous to the core, she was an actress to 
the life. She sat there, now that liis gaze was on her, 
with the bloom on her cheek, the smile on her lips^ 
the lustrous languor on her eyes, while her royal 
lover leaned to her with suavest homage^ and the wit, 
the scandal, the persiflage circled around her« She 
listened, she laughed, she moved her fan with softest 
coquetrjr; she reigned with all her negligence, her 
brilliance, her grace, her imperious charm. But in the 
rich harmonies of the music^ the courtly flatteries of 
murmured words, the jeux d'esprit, the wooing homage 
which filled for her the hours of the Proph^te, she 
only heard the single whisper of that name which 
had told her that the 'secret of her early life was 
in the hands of Strathmore. In the glare of light 
she only saw the face of the man she had betrayed^ 
watching her with that merciless menace of the veiled 
eyes which quoted to her the unburied past, which 
foretold to her the shrouded future. Hear what she 
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woiddy duit name song for eyer in her ear ; look where 

she would, that glance for ever followed and met liers ; 
there in the glare of the Opera House, with the light 
falling on the pale bronze of his f aoe and ihe daik 
gleam of his passionless eyes, he stood before her — ^he 
whose love had been insanitj^ whose rehgion would be 
revenge* 

And when after ihoae brief honrs, which had been 

to her one long-protracted torture — torture which was 
endured with a smile on the lips, Insfze in the eye% 
sovereignty seemingly shadowless as of yore^ Marion 
Vavasour, was alone in lier carnage, she sank back, 
trembling, quiyering, unnerved, dreading evil with the 
s hrink i ng terror of a ddicate woman^ shoddering from 
Ihe foiy of Ihe storm whose whiriwind she, the sor^ 
ceress, had raised from the passions of the man she 
had tempted and betrayed* 

It was thoB he ordained that she should soffer first, 
as the Dominican, Avith astute calculation, commanded 
that the torture should be administered gently and by 
slow degrees^ so that each snooeeding pang was tasted 
to ihe full. To wrench the limbs from out their sockets 
at once were too much mercy. Was it no torture to 
himself to go into her presence as into the presence of 
strangers; to look with nnmoved calm upon her face ; 
to hear echo on the air the silvery music of her voice; 
to stand by and watch the gaze of those who had sno- 
eeeded - him fasten on her lovdiness, and her eyes 
look np to theirs? Truly it was such that when it 
had been endured^ and he was alone iu the solitude of 
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midnighi or of dawn, ^rbm the aknuii wsm rdamd, 
and the nnnatiiTal calm broken down, StathmcKre's 
suffering was, as his love had been, a madness. In 
the great agmiy of that last fooled, cheated, gnilt- 
Bte^d paMkm, which even in ihe riot of its hate he- 
grudged the breath which whispered to another^ and 
envied the dog that nestled in her bosom, his j aisc r y 
was fearful in its strength, fearfnb ia its despair, for 

he loved while he loathed her still. 

But Strathmore was no coward to mdure^ what he 
appointed himself,' that he would hare wrooght out, 
ihongh his own life had been the penalty at the dose. 
His lust of vengeance was brutal, bat none the less 
was it immutable as death, unswerving as destiny. ' He 
had ihe fierce passiims and the pxofoond dissimular 
tioD of an Eastern ; therefore he trained liiiuself to 
meet her thus, and she alone read the langua^ written 
in. the Tetled depths of his eyes. The worid. deemed 
iliat the liaison of a year before had been dropped by 
him among the things of the past; and .the world 
deemed also that, considering the tragic story which 
had been interwoven wifih its rupture, he was some- 
thing callous to have forgot so soon; but then,^ the 
world remariced, he was a cold and heartless man, 
and for the issue of a duel he of couzse conld not 
reproach himself. Poor world I great spy though it 
be, how surely, how nnivexsally it is chicaned ! 

Stradunore remained in Paris through the whole 
of that winter ; and th rough that season, rarely and 
slightly at the first, more often and more markedly 
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towards the spring, it was remarked^ cliieflj by 
women^ that Ladj Yavamir was lonng the hrillianoe 
of her beaaty, and was looking pale, ahnost wom. 
It was the first time that such a rumoiir had ever 
been whispered against dazzling loveliness, «n 
Ibe day now eight years past, when she had first 
ap]xwed as tlie ^Marchioness of Vavasour and Vaux. 
What wrought it^ was that which has power to shatter 
the strongest nerve, to break the boldest spiiit, to 
nndennine the most oaxidess insondanoe^it was a 
hidden fear^ the asp among her couch of scented 
roses, the dagger suspended above her head by one 
'frail ihiead of hair, which the world eonld not behold, 
but which never quitted her. He had shown her 
that he knew her secret, and he let that knowledge — 
'ihe more bitter because indefinite — slowly and surely 
eat its poisoned way. 

They knew each other^s hearts, they whom sin had 
united, and sin had severed; and as she read her 
doom so he read her snffering, witihont speech, with- 
out disguise. That single name breathed in her ear 
told her that she was in his power; that single 
l^anoe from his eyes told her with what mstej that 
power ^^ould be used; though when, or how, or 
where the blow would fall, she knew no more than 
.we know 'vAen the stroke . of deatih .will descend 
upon us. And it was this endless uncertainty, this 
unceasing apprehension, which wore and tortured her 
till her careless, epicnresn creeds were rent by it like 
filmy gauze, and the woman who had becxnne so used 
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to soyereignty tliat she had learned to believe she 

could command every hazard of life at her pleasure, 
grew the perpetual prey of a ceaseless fear and a 
momentarj amdetyy which gnawed at her heart the 
more craelly because concealed from all. 

Wlierever she went, there Strathmore followed 
heTi till his pxesence grew as fearful to her as the 
spectres which follow the distempered minds of those 
in delirium tremens. In the salons of the Tuileries, 
in the reception-rooms of ambassadors^ in the entex^ 
tainments of princes and nobles, at Ihe Opera, on 

the Boulevards, in the clear noonday as she drove 
through the streets, in the midnight 'glare of light at 
some patrician bal masqa^ she saw him; always 
before her, in the distance and as a stranger whose 
^ance swept over her unmoved, but with the mean- 
ing on his face under the cold and courtly calm, 
which she had seen there when he w^t out to deal 
death to the man he loved, and with the threat in 
his fathomless eyesy which spoke to none but her* 
He was ever before her like some ayenging fate from 
which to escape was hopeless, and which tranquilly and 
immovably awaited a chosen hour to strike. He was 
ever before her, with that unspoken doom in his 
glance, and that unknown power silently told in the 
slight, calm, cruel smile which she knew so well. 
And the fear which had possessed her of him, from 
the hour when her slave had risen to crush his tyrant, 
and the passion she had loved to excite to delirium 
had turned upon her m its madness^ grew gradually 
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under this ceaaeless watch Into a terror nnbeaxable* 

It made her nerves unstrung, her manner uncertain, 
her ghmce like that of the hunted antelope^ when it 
luteoB for the eager step which gains nearer and 

nearer thioui^li the awful hiibh of the night in the 
jungles* 

They noted that her bloom paled, th^ het daazling 
insondance was capridons and depressed, and they 
noted rightly; the beautiful hue upon her cheek, 
which so long had distanced art, now needed, for the 
fist tune, to be replaced by art* To regain diat 
repose which had deserted her she had refuge iit 
narooticsi which, however subtle, left their digression 
on ih» moROw; and to cover that depression had 

recourse to .stimulants wliicli, however skilfully pre- 
pared, left their mark on one, the happy and chikUike 
snnniness of whose nature had been the chief spring 
of her ceaseless fasdnallon* 

The hidden canker in the rose ate at its core, and 
dimmed its bloom* Marion Vavasour ere this had 
been a perfect actress, and had never known one 
pang of pain ; but that was when the peace and lives 
of others hung in the balance* Now it was her own 
that were in jeopardy ; and so strong upoi^ a mind 
naturally lmpressional)le grew her dread of the vague 
doom which threatened her, and of the cold, pitiless 
face which, go whither she would, seemed for ever to 
pursue her, that she could have shrieked aloud and 
shrank away when, day after day, night after night, 
she met the gaze of Strathmore, and could have fled 
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out from his presence trembling, as those who flee 

from tlie ghastly phantom of their own iinaginings. 

Tliat she never thus betrayed herself, was due to 
her proud and haughly spirit; where dissimuktion 
alone might perchance have broken down, this 
enabled her so to meet, and brave unflinchingly, what 
became an houriy torture, that the world should 
never have title to whisper that Marion Yavasour 
was agitated by the presence of the lover whom she 
had deserted. To thiay also^ it was due that she 
never pennitted her dread of Strathmore's power to 
diive her from the circles where she reigned. Once 
she felt tempted to flee from him to Nice, Florence^ 
Psu, the Nile, anywhere where her caprice or her 
physicians might furnish an excuse.; but she dis- 
dained and repelled the temptation; she felt thaty 
go wbexe she mighty there would his Tengeance pur- 
sue her; she refused to give to it its flrst triumph by 
surrender. Besides, she knew not wluit he knew; 
and Marion Yayasour was in her own epicurean 
fashicm a fatalist. The blow did not fall yet, the 
blow might never fall ; circumstances might arrest it, 
death itself might close his lips with her secret still 
unuttered. So she reasoned, so she reigned, tbroa^i- 
out the Paris \Ninter. 

But in herself she never lost the sickening sense 
of that dagger which hung vibrating above her head 
to descend at any instant ; in her white bosom, unseen 
by the world, the asp coiled ever under the freshness 
of the flowers, under the brilliance of the diamonds, 
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and ate and ate with its poisoned fangs. J3e saw 

how she suffered — this woman to whom her sove- 
reigniy was her secret| to whom her pride was so 
dear;— he saw, and drove the iron farmer down into 
her heart by eveiy glance with which his eyes met 
herS| compelUng her, while the eyes of the world were 
on her, to smile, to coqnet, to scattor her golden wit 
and her Instrons glances nnmored and tmdimmed, 
while she grew faint and heart-sick with the terror 
of that power, vague yet wide and sore as desdn 
in which he held her. Thus he tortured her till the 
dread of meeting his gaze grew with her into a 
morhid agony ; — ^thus he tortured her until, imperious 
beauty and accomplished actress though she was, her 
cheek paled, Ikt eyes grew anxioiLS;, her iieaith became 
uncertain ; — thus he tortured her, for he willed that 
she shoidd taste the full bitterness of • vengeanoe by 
being forced to watch its slow approach, as the' 
prisoner chained to the stake was condemned to 
watch the gradual onwanl creeping <^ the pitiless 
flame. 

And he waited, for the blow of his revenge to fall 
in the sight of all assembled Paris, upon the same 
day in the spring-tide, as that' otf which, three years 
before, they had met at sunset on the Bohemian 
waters. 
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CHAPTER XL 
Tin poisoiiSD "womsm isom the biltebed 

8TEEL. 

« 

Eablt in the ensnmg Spring the cania^with the 

coronet of Vavasour and Vaux upon its panels, its 
chaasearsy itslac quevs, its postilions, its outriders, left 
tiie conrt-yaid of h«r hoteL to drive amidat all the 
other ^lite of the equipages of Paris, through the 
Barriere de I'Etoile, and round the Bois, and past the 
flite of the ancient nuna of the Ahhajre de Long* 
champsy whose reli^ona rite has passed into a cece" 
monial of fashion. 

The day was softlj bright, the city was in its 
spring-tide gaiety, the dense crowds wm sweeping 
down towards the barri^res of the west, Paris was 
en fite : and Lady Yavasour^s cortege, dashing 
through the streets with its accnstomed royal fracas^ 
bore onwards to join the great streajii of carriages 
which brought the sovereigns of the Faubourg St. 
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Germain and the Quartier Br6da, the Royal High- 
nesses and the Empresses Anonymay alike to the 
throng of Longchamps and the inangoratioii of La 
Mode this sunlit day upon the Boulevards. And she 
leaned back upon her cushions in her languid loveli- 
ness, with the imperial ermine, a Czar's gift, which 
farmed her carriage-rug, turned aside, for the hour 

was warm, and her priceless perfumed point d'An- 
goulSme gatiiered about her with that carelessness 
which was her own inimitable grace. The cacnagB 
joined the row, eight broad, on the Place de la Bastille, 
and closed in with it ; all eyes turned on her, for she 
gave the law of the year and led the fashion, and 
men sononnded her as her Guards sunoond a Queen, 
Princes and Ministers spurring their horses to ap- 
proach her, and stooping from their saddles to seek 
a word as eagerly as they would have sought a 
Crown, 

She swept along the Boulevards and down the 
drives oi the Bois, where the man whom her lie had 
murdered had been slain when the sun had set ; and 
the past was not remembered nor repented, for re- 
mucse had no share in her shadowless life ; remorse 
had no place in her world. 

She was alone in her carriage; none were per- 
mitted that day to share that throne (of which her 
bazouche-step was the hauipas) of the Sovereign of 
Fashion; her little lion-dog alone occupied the 
cu^ons beside her, with his jewelled collar on his 
snowy fleece, and in the double line of harsemen, on 
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eitiher side tibe throng of carnages, on every lip there 
was but one theme — ^the beauty of tlie English Mar- 
chioness who gave the mode to Pans. 

Lady Y avasofor drove onwaid past the die of the old 
Abbaye, whilst Etoile leant from his saddle, breathing 
a Prince's flatteries in her ear^ until she reached the 
full stream- of eqvipa^^ wbece the occapant of 
almost every carriage (that was patridaa, not lorette) 
was numbered on her visiting-list ; and each one of 
thoae ddicate oriHoeraies was either her^ friend for 
boudoir confidences, or her acquaintance - foar Stilte 
dinners. And now in the rich monnnrr sunliii-ht, as 
she encountered their equipages and received their 
sahitationsy she saw that ^dudi sent ' an ioeKihiU 
throu^ the warm current of her glad life. 

What was ity slight, nameless^ intangible yet to be 
filty that she.read in the jg^Aace.of ■ one jOT two of the 
highest women of the French and Englisli aristo- 
cracies! Imperceptible to another, she caught it — 
for Marion Yavasoor had a secret to goaxd, and who- 

* 

ever owns a secret always -suspects that the world <baB 

unearthed it. That which she read, or fancied, in 
their look was not censure, not inquiij^ not insolence^ 
not wonder; it was more vague than any of these^ 
yet to her it spoke them all. She caught it once, 
twice, thrice on different faces, and her delicate bloom 
paled ; it was that chiUness which is marked and felt 
rather by that which it suggests than by what it doei^ 
slight, but intentional as it was unmistakable. Etoile 
looked surprised ; but he was too true a gentleman to 
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alfect to pesGdlye wbat in real traih bewildered him. 

For one brief second her soft antelope eyes lightened 
with ill-suppressed anxiety and with unrepressed 
anger ; there is no glass which reflects so delicately^ 
yet so bitterly and so surely, every shade of disdain 
as the faces of trained women of the world. The 
steel wkh wludi their scom thnurts is sihered, but 
the wound it deals is barbed, and deep, and poisoned. 
Lady Vavasour caught that disdain, ^d knew or 
guessed its meaning and her cheek paled under the 
searflkefl bloom of her deHcate rouge ; the thrust of 
the silvered steel struck to her soul, for she knew that 
it struck to the core of her secrett 

The carriages ndled onward, and as yet the cold* 
ness lay but in look, the blow was dealt but from 
manner, her bows were returned as of yore, though 
with a certain distance, a mailed diillnessi ondEtoile 
found no constraint in her wit, no Tght the less in 
her luminous eyes ; she seemed to note nothing of the 
look which spoke so much ! But the asp in her bosom 
had fangs not one whit the less bitter because the 
smile did not leave her lips, nor tlie nonchalant grace 
of her attitude change : women cover their wounds, 
but under the veil they throb-^hey throb! The 
cairiages rolled on, and her postilions threading their 
way through the throng passed the stately equipage 
of her chosen and intimate friend Lady Clarence 
Oamelot^that cold, proud beau^, in whose Tcins 
ran the "blue blood** of Nomian monarchs, and 
whose social creeds were lofty if stringent, JBut 
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jestemight they had sat at the Opera together, iiTal 
mlers yet doee allies; but yesterday, so complete 

had been their sisterhood, that they were in pri- 
vate to each other Marion" and ^^Ida." Now> 
the asnre eyes of the desoendant of Plantagenet 
looked with calm, cold regard at her, as though re- 
garding a stranger, and, recognising her presence no 
mtOB than she woold have recognised that of a 
beggar, the Lady Clarence Camelot passed on round 
Longchamps. 

On Marion Vavasoo/s lips, which were blanched 
to whiteness, the smile was arrested as on the lips 
of those suddenly smitten with death ; and w hile the 
smile rested there, into her ^res came a wild, haunt- 
ing anidety as they glanced over ihe crowd to see 
whether this IilkI escaped all others. And as they 
glanced they saw — cold, pitiless, with the brutal 
menace in the eyes and the slight smile about the 
month, unmoved as though cast in bronze — the face 
of Strathmore. 

He was watching the progress of his work— watch- 
ing how dowly and surely, drop by drop, his poison 
fell. 

The throng bore his horse iMUikward ; her carriage 
rolled onward with the glittering mass making the 

tour of the Bois de Boulogne ; and once, twice, 
thhcei, again and again, the Queen of Fashion was 
made to eat of the ashes of the deadly humiliation ; 
and the silvered steel throst its barbed point farther 
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and f artiher dawn into her hearty probing deep ta ihe 

core of her secret. 

She passed the Countess of Belmaine ; she passed 
theBnchesBedeLnnne; ahe passed the Marchioness 
of Boville ; she passed the Yicomtesse de RueUe; she 
passed her oldest friend, Ladj Beaudesert. 

And all these dealt her the same blow^ one by one^ 
with the same chilly delicate^ unerring weapon; all 
these gave her no recognition even of her presence. 

The procession of LongchampSy which had ever 
, been one long triumphal passage for the prond and 
dazzling English leader, was one long pilgrimage of 
shame, worse than that which, in the centuries gone 
by, the barefoot penitents had made bj that same 
rente, when the blind, the sick, and the lame had 
thronged to the Abbaye altars, to the grave of Isabelle 
Capet. 

On many tongues in that dense throng, among 
such as could observe it, was but one theme — the 
insults of her Order to the Marchioness of Vavasour 
and Yauz. 

But she leaned back, not letting the smile even 
grow constrained on her lip, not allowing even a 
glance of anxiety in her eyes, a flush of anger on her 
cheek; but negligent, graceful, tranquil as of old, 
not seeming to have noticed the thrusts which pierced 
her to the soul. At last, as her caixiage was turned 
back to Paris, it passed side by ade with the equipage 
of the most notorious adventuress of the demi-monde, 
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Viola Ye, celetoited for ndiiing a peer of France 
every trimestre, and whose extravagances startled 
even ^equhooal aodety^" as ker bmnche^wheel 
locked slightly in that of Ladjr Vavaaoiir, theLoretle 

smiled and bowed, and said a few careless words to 
the English Peerasfly as though they were of the same 
wodid and the same qrder l and knghed as her 
carriatre rolled on, as one who gives an iusult slie 
knows omuMt he r^amUd, 

The open onftrage and insolence -wece tcanalatable 
to every looker-on in that dense orowd ; the key to it 
was a mystery which oonYulsed Longchamps with 
bewildered amaaementy and conynlsed Paris similailj 
in a few honrs after. And at this coarse indignity 
Marion Vavasour turned white to the \cry lips, and 
trembled exceedin|^y ; for she was proud, very proud I 
and she had had her foot on the neck of this haughty 
and patrician world so long, so long ! It was so bitter 
to have the diadem torn f com her brow^ the jsceptre 
•shatteiod from her hand I 

Once again, as rallying her coTirage she ^anced 
around in defiance of the insults, she saw in the 
yellow sunlight the face of Strathmore^ watching 
her with the smile on his lips and the menace in 
his eyes, watching her as the serpent watches the 
bird which cannot escape from its fangs. Maiion 
Vavasour knew, that it was he who had her secrety 
and was on her track ; his hand which by the silvered 
steel of these womb's indignities^ dealt her this 
poisoned and mortal womid. 
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< With all nanchalane^ all hautenry all ea^ giace, 
'VBclianged, but with her lips blanched and drawn 
oyer her pearly teeth, the most beautiful wonum of 
her time returned with that slow and glittering pro- 
cession from L<nigchampfl to Paris, yeiling the quiver- 
ing nen'^es and the throbbing pride with calm courage, 
with admirable artifioe — for she was a more perfect 
actress than ai^ the stage has seen. Yet die ran the 
gauntlet of a- deadly^ trial ; for- in those hoois which 
that long pageant occupied, in the dense throngs 
which fashion gathered, all the eyes of Paris Proper 
were on her, and* the crowd was divided but into two 
classes, those who passed the outrage on her and those 
who witnessed it I 

As at last she swept t^ ithe. steps of her own hotels 
she did not observe >a Ti^nuit woman loitering hard 
by on the pavement ; but the Bohemian had watched 
ihere thnni|^ hv^ong hours, waAohed to see her face 
as idle zetmned' fran-Longchamps, and a smile came 
•on Redempta\s lips as her vigil was repaid, and she 
muttered iu Gzeschen : 

' ^'It is began. I have not lived in vain, beloved! 
She suffers ! she suffers !" 

It was true — she suffered I Marion Vavasour had 
laughed her sweet eoft laugh at the mortal agony she 
dealt to others, but in her own' bitterness she, the 
discrowned, who had known no pain and no remorse, 
suffered'^-tfuffered even as Marie Antoinette when the 
crown was wrenched from her golden head, and the 
Dethroned was led out fur the gibes of the people. 



biyiiized by Google 



128 BTaA,IfiMOB£« 

There was some confusion and agitation in her 
household as she crossed the great paiqnet of the 

hall, but not noting it she swept onward up tlie stair- 
case, turning to the gix>om of the chambers : 
''Where is my lord!" 

The man hesitated slightly, and looked grave ; she 
repeated her question imperiously : 

'^Wheoceishislordflhipl Answermer 

^Pardtm me, my haly, but during your ladyship's 
absence his lordship was attacked with a — slight 
indisposition." 

An intense alarm and anxiety came into her face 
— strange 'vdsitants there, for the world liad never 
known that she had loved her lord I 

''Indisposition of what kind!" 

'^Something— I believe— of a syncope, my lady.** 

He was too polite and too elegant a philomath to 
nse so brief a term as "fit," but her fears grasped his 
meaning, and she hade him send the physicians to 
her in lier boudoir. They came, honeyed aiid defe- 
rentialf and from much cream and verbiage the simple 
truth gradually oozed that, in plain terms, the Mar- 
quis of Vavasour had been struck by apoplexy after 
a pate of nightingales, followed by too many bouchees 
and roBolioSi at his Innchecmi and now lay, sensible 
indeed, hut in a state most precaiioii% of whidi the 
issue was doubtful. 

Then ^ dismissed them widi a queenly bow of 
her graceful head, and signified an imperatiye neoe»> 
sity that she should see her lord alone on family 
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matters of the highest moment. The phyaidan^ 
ctirioas, like all of their trade, Yainly strove to repre- 
sent that their presence was indispensable for every 
second; all Eorope bowed to her will, and she per- 
mitted none to gainsay it ; it was obeyed now. His 
score of attendants retired from his chamber, and her 
hnsband was alone when she entered it. 

With her rich and graceful beauty she came and 
stood bv the bedside of the sick man, on whose face 
death had written its mark out plainly ; and, for he 
was quite conscious and had every sense left him, he 
opened his eyes and looked at her curiously, for it 
were hard to describe the change which had come 
over her features, and she wore no mask with him. 

She leant over him as she sat beside the conch, 
after a few hurried words of condolence, speaking 
low nnd swiftly: 

" Vavasour I All Paris knows it I" 

Into the supine face of the old ^larquis came a 
gleam of malicious amusement crossed with surprise. 

'^The deuce they do I" he said, with a laboured 
articulation. "Who told 'em 1'* 

"God knows I What matter whoT And she^ 
whom grief in all its agony, passion in all its fury, 
had never moved, save to that gay, triumphant amuse- 
ment with which a child crushes its costHest toy, 
spoke with breathless agitation, her lips quivering, 
her fair hands trembling her eyes filled with tears 
of bitterness! "They know it ! Even Ida Camelot 
cut me dead an hour ago ; a score of them pstSsed me 

VOL. n. K 
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as thev iwmld pass a do<yI And even that woman 
V^, Caderousae's mistress, daied to insult me — -M^l 
They know iti lIothiDg kas oonld make them act 
80^ nodiiug else ooold give bat title witik im^mtj 

to ^" 

The sick maa chuckled low and inih dificiilty, aa 
thongh this weie the best joke fdiich eould haveeome 

to clietii' iiim uii Ids death-bed: 

^ Gad ! I wish I had be^ there ! Deuced pitj to 
have lost it! £hl bieiiy jna bdlel you caa't oom- 
phiin ; you've cheated them a long time !" 

^Vnd where he lay back among his pLQows he 
chuckled sdU, f aiiidy^ for his breath was with diffi- 
culty dmwn, but with s maKckws anmseanent liiat 
was in ghastly contrast with the marks which death 
had Mt upon his face. 
A passionate anger and misery gathered in hers: 

" i\jid that is all the pity that you ^ 

^ Pity I " broke in the MarqmBy with a laugh which 
atni^led witii a spasm of the breath. ^ Crad I — the 
deuce I — what pity do you want ? You've liad your 
own way, ma belle^ and women love it. X was a 
gcmi fool to take yomr termsi for the^ wero con- 
founded high; however, I don't mind it, you've 
amused me. It was a drawing-room vaudeviiley with 
the fim*aiwayB kept up; but pity — ^"fm Geoigel 
women's ingratitude——" 

And the Marquis choked with his disgust at the 
ill letom which was given him, and with his amuses 
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meiit at what roused him even from all the apathy of 
a juohbuncL 

^Baty Yavasofur, now — nom — wfay not now? If 

you would, still it might be done — privately, secretly ; 
secresy could be bought^ and the world would never 
blow ^ 

She ^ke low, tremnlimsly, neobemHy, and in 
strange agitation for the flattered, courted, proud, 
onmipot^t beauty! Her bands played nervoodj 
wil^ tiie laoe and silk of the counterpane, wliere ehe 
leant hnlf kiiccliiin; Rijainst the bed; her attitude was 
almost supplication, and her haughty loveliness ^vas 
abtaed and dejected; for she liad wom her diadem 
long and pfondly, and it was Utter to tiie Queen of 
Faflhiou to have her sceptre wrenched and her purples 
tan aside f or to see the seocet of ^ disorawiied. 

^ Wliy not aoto, Yarttsoar I" she wiinperad eageily, 
while her lips were hot and parched. " It would be 
m iittle to yea; it would space me ao mndi. Now — 
B9W, bef Qfe it k too fate I I can puchase ioviofate 
secresy 

The dying man interrupted her with his stifled, 
laa^ ratdiiig in fais ifli ro nti nidle his saiik: eyes 
leered maUciously, and his hand feebly played with 
the diamond drdet of her marriage flnger — die badge, 
she bad whispered to Stcatbmore on the roe-t^race 
of Vemon^eanx, as the badge of Servitude and 
Silence. 

'^I dare say I and ma belh veuve would then win, 

s2 
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perhaps, M. B'Etoile, who knows ? As it is, she will 
have to be only his mistress ! No ! I am not in the 
mood! You think one en nioribond ought to lend 
himself as a lay figure 1 Ah I there you ore wrongs 
ma belle; yoa must ask the favonr of some one of 
your old lovers, that man with the Vandyke face, 
who killed his friend for your beaux yeox; or one of 
the new ones, perhaps, may pay the price more gra- 
cioosly.'' ^ 

Again the horrid, unfitting laugh, chuckling and 
rattling in his throat, sounded through the stillness 
of the deaih-chamber; Lord Vayasoor had eaten his 
last pate of nightingales, but he had still palate and 
power to enjoy what he and most men with him £nd 
of still sweeter flavour — die pleasure of Malice. And 
leaning there against the costly draperies of the bed, in 
her Inrc, her jewels, her delicate floating dress which 
that day had given out the fashion of the year to 
Paris, in her lovely womanhood, in her haughty grace, 
Marion Lady Vavasour — who wore no mask with him 
— sank forwards, thinking nothing of her husband be- 
fore her, but wiih her white hands clenched, her teeth 
set tight, her fair face blanched, her rich hair pushed 
back in its masses from her temples, eating in all 
their bitt^ness of the ashes of Humiliation, tasting 
in all their cruelty the death-throes of Abdication. 
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The lioiisehdd was hnahed, all moved with noise- 
less footstejis tlirougli the wide marble staircase and 
the stately coriidors and the biiliiaat-lighted cham- 
bers of the Hdtel Vavasour : the presence of death 
was nigh, and breatlied its solemnity even through 
the gilded hails and the pompous hirelings of that 
magnificent palace^ where wit was usually as rife as 
in the salons of Rambouillet, and cost was as un- 
heeded in luxury or dissipation as in the days of 
YitelUus. It was known that his lordship could not 
recover, and tiiaty Titellius-lik^ his goblet was re- 
versed and his last Falemian was drank, and the 
Frastorian Guards of Pallida Mors were leading him 
out, stripped of his purples, and made nothing better 
or greater than an old, bloated, gluttonuui man, to 
hurl him oyer the fathomless abyss^ where none would 
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moum hiniy and down the dark, cold river whence 

none return. 

The household was still and awed through this early 
part of the spring nighty and his wife sat in her own 
chamber, when her dmner had been served and dis- 
missed, musing and alone. From custom she had 
dressed for the evening, as habitua!, and the delicate 
shower of costly lace fell about her, and the diamonds 
and amethysts sparkled in her hair as slie sat there, 
her head leaning on her arm, her lips white and 
pressed together, her fair proud brow knit in vain 
thought — thought how to baffie, how to escape from 
the vengeance which netted her in and held her tight 
beneath its stifling meshes. 

Only five-and-twcnt J years had passed over her 
head, and siic nmst lay down the sceptre, and put the 
crown &om ofT her brows, and pass from the haut 
pas and the throne, to mingle with the jeered and 
common crowd. Already! already! She must leave 
her kingdom in her youth. She had known that 
sooner or later ibis must come, that sooner or later 
this sliame and bitterness must fall ; but in the 
royalty of her omnipotence, the gladness of her 
power, she had forgotten her doom. She had be- 
lieved that it would come, perhaps at some far distant 
time, when her beauty was spent, and when in age it 
would matter but little; nay, she had at last believed 
lhat so happily had fortune favoured her, that her 
life would flow on for ever in the sunlight, and that 
she would live and die in the honour and odour of 
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the patrician world she niled, her secret never 
goearady and bmied with her m the gram wMch 
woald h&ar iSbt mme and tideft of Maiion MafduonieHa 

of Vavasour and VauA. 

And now — ^now — ^in the brilliance of her youtli, in 
f^defsdour of her trimnphay the stroke bad falka; 
and sihe moak go oaty to he the jihey the mockeiyy the 
scorn, of her rivals and her foes. 
■ The dews stood oil her hiour^ her hands cL^clKd 
in her angnish, she shivered and started firam her 
solitary reverie — ^it was so humble! — ^to stoop her 
pride into the dust; to be banned for ever from 
the hsEoghty^ shadowless, patrician life she loved; 
to be the scorn and tlie derision of the women 
she had outshone and outrivalled, and made follow 
the mere fashion of her drapery, the mere mode thaf 
her changing capnce gave as law. 

She started and rose to her feet, and there was a 
piteoos mLsery in the eyes ere this so prottd, so hu- 
treviB, so full of careless laughter : she had known no 
mercy for others, but she knew suffering for herself* 
As she ros€^ h&c laee can^it in and overturned a gold 
filigree basket filled wi^ the notes which had come 
during the past twcntv-four lioins ; one rested, as 
the shower fell, upon her dress^ and meehanicallj she 
raised it aad hioke the envelope; they weie onlya few 
lines in French, bearing the date of the previous day r 

^MaBAMS, — ^Lord Cecil Strathmore has some 
aecset of your past, with which he intends to take 
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his vengeance on you to-morrow, in the sight of 
Paris. I know no more than this^ which I gathered 
from what I aocidentaUy and unayoidably overheard 
between bim and Madame de Rnelle tiiis morning. 
I acquaint yon^ that if you deem fit you may seek to 
avert what seems to threaten mdignityi or wocBe^ to 
you, and I am willing to answer to him for having 
done so. In this I render you good for evil, but, as 
you know but too well, I have loved you more f aith- 
fnlly than most. 

Veuillez agreer Madame^ C assurance de ma coiiside- 
raiian dMtmgude* 




That note she should have received the night 
before; and it had lain there in the jewelled basket 
unnoticed, while the Qaeen of Fashion had gone out 
to meet her doom. She, sceptical of all else, Believed 
in that honr in Destiny and Betribution ; the writer 
was an Austrian, a mere boy in years, whose young 
life the beautiful panther had torn and destroyed for 
a night's amusement, a coquette's triumph, at one of 
the gorgeous masked balls of the Viennese Court: 
and while she read her Hps quivered and her hand 
shook as it clenched upon the paper. 

It told her no more than her fears had known 
before-^than the cold and pitHess face she had seen 
that day had told her without words. 

'^Poor Falconbeig^ poor child I" she murmured 
unconsciously, for in triumph we cast aside human 
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tenderness, but in despair we Talne it ^ His mercy 
— his! As soon seek pity from marble, warmth 
from ice ! As soon ask the vulture not to tear, the 
lion not to rend— I" 

\m\ she sat tlicre Avitli the pallor of terror blanch- 
ing her lovely lips^ which trembled as with cold: 
she knew *that more hopeless than to seek mercj 
from the beasts of prey was it to seek compasnon 
from the hand which her love and her he had dyed 
with blood* 

And yet — and yet^her eyes fell on her own love- 

Hness. It had bent him as tlie wind the reeds ; it 
had melted him as the flames the steel. Might its 
ancient power not be wholly fled f could he who had 
been her abject slave gaze on it wholly unmoved? 
Up from the dread of a great despair grew the sickly 
shadow of a vaui hope^ side by side with the mad 
impulse of an unconadeied resolve* She was s» used 
to her sovereign sway, her proud omnipotence — ^re- 
sistance to her prayer seemed a thing impossible. 
And hastOy, and on the instinct of a misery which 
made death from Ins hand look brtter to be coveted 
than the Uving chastisement to wiiich he doomed her^ 
she aiose-^nerved to a hopeless and desperate pux^ 
pose. 

Late that night Marion Vavasour entered a little 
brougham by one of the side-doors of her own re- 
sidence, and was driven rapidly chrough the few 
streets which parted her from the Hotel de Londres. 
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The carriage was hired, the driyer a str«ger, and she 
herself was enveloped m long, black, sweeping folds, 
which concealed her person^ while a thick black ml 
thrown over her head wholly obacnred her festarefl. 
£toUe himself might have pa^ her at his elbow 
and ncTer penetrated her diflgnise ; those who would 
have died for one smile from her eyes would not have 
recognised her in that veiled and sombre form. 

The driver slipped at the hotel, aad came to the 
door for instructions. 

Inquire if Lord Cecil Strati: inure Ixj "vdsible ? " 

The man obeyed, and ten minnt^rff alter returned. 

^ Milord is within, madame^ bat they doubt if he 
will be seen so late* 

" Yery well, let me out.** 

She descended from her cancia^^' and entered the 
hotel. A few moments' conyenation with one of the 

attendants, two louis d'or slipped into his hand, and she 
followed him up the staircase^ along the corridors, and 
towards the door of one of the great smtes. 

" Your card, madame," 

She handed him one, on which was printed a name^ 
but not her own, and the servant entered the apar^ 
ment leaving her without, but with the door not 
wholly closed, so that where she stood she could hear 
his voice, and that of the one who repUed to him. 

A lad]r eatreats mOord to see her for a few mo- 
ments ? *' 

<<The ^GoantessLenal' I do not know the name ; 
and what an hour! However, show kev in 
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Tlie man returned, threw the door wide open, 
ushered her ceremomously into the saion, and xetiredy 
closing the door behind him. He presmned tluB 
veik'^I midniglit guest, whose voice tluilieii lilm like 
sweet music, came from the Breda Quaxtier, and 
envied the Esg^iafaiiiaB -who leceLvod her. 

The door closed, and Marion Vavasour was alone 
with StratiiiiK >re. He rose as she entered, standing 
under the full light of the chandelier which jittered 
munediately above his head. 

^ Madame, may I a^k to what ibrtunate chance I 
am indebted for thia honour % " 

As the cafan, chill, conrlfy tcmes, addieasing her as 
a stranger, fell on her ear, she shivered — could that 
suave, gentle, immutable voice ever soften to pardon, 
la meii^I She was silen^ paosing in the cenize of 
the chamber ; and he mov^d a fantensi towards her. 

^ Be seated, madame. I await your pleasure." 

She ^ not take the chair; she did not answers 
and Strathmore, marveBing if his vdled visitant were 
dumb, awaited her pleasure — Cleaning his arm on the 
marble eoosole while the li^t was shed on the pecu- 
liar yandyke type of his features, with the dark 
gleam of his fathomless eyes under their drooped lids, 
and the cold straight line of the calm brows. She 
looked at him and shuddered, for she knew the fierce 
passions which lay beneath his high-bred and courtly 
suavity; she knew the steel gaimtlet wliich was 
ooyered with that delicate^ velvet, broid^red gbve of 
a courfcier^s mann^. All the courage which had 
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bnm^ her hither on a mad impnke laikd ; the last 

time that she had been within hLs reach his hand had 
been uj>on her throat seeking her life ! She sickened 
and shuddered with the memory of that ^lasthr honr, 
that awful tortoie, when death had been so nigh ; — 
noting how siie trembled, this stranger, this veiled 
woman, Strathmoro approached her gently* 

^ Have no disqnietode^ madame. If I can assist 
yoii, < ommand me." 

Stratiimorey you can spare me ! 

The words rang ont almost with a shriek; and as 
the words smote on liis car, he sta<rirered back, and a 
spasm passed over his face as at some wound suddenly 
dealt hy a keen knife. 

His passion was not dead becanse it had changed 
to hate ; nay, hate rioted in luiu because j though love 
abhorred her, love still craved her. For this woman 
had been to him sovereign, conscience, world, heaven, 
all tluit life can hold — ail that eternity can ofPer I 

A moment, — and he conquered himself ; he held in 
an iron rein every emotion which could betray him; 
his face grew chill and passionless, as though it were 
cut in stone ; he looked on her, as he had looked in 
the Toileries, — as he had looked in the sunlight of the 
past day, — and was silent. 

He had trained himself to see her thus without a 
sign, that he might watch her suffer ; and she might 
sooner have wrung tears from a cast of bronze, a 
moan frum a statue of marble, than mercy or weak- 
ness from him* 
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You can spare me, Strathmore ! 
The woids rang 6ut hoarse in their bitter supplica- 
tion ; cold and tranquil his answered her. 

« I can." 

" And you will — ^you will I " 

For all reply he smiled ; and that slight smile, as 
it passed over his face where the gaslight fell white 
upon ity was more pitiless than any speech which could 
have condenmed her, 

A faint cry broke from her lips as she saw it ; she 
cast from her the traiiimeis of her heavy sweeping 
cloak, and flung back the black lace which shrouded 
her like a Spanish mantiUa. Her loveliness was once 
more before him, unveiled, iii all its brilluuice, the 
light streaming down upon, her face with its glittering 
hair and its lovely youth, the sapphires flashing in her 
snowy bosom, the perfumed lace, half faUing off, half 
trailing I'ound, the divine grace of her voluptuous 
form. And she stood silent, her head drooped, her 
eyes soft with lustrous tears, her bosom heaving wiih 
its voiceless sobs, the light falling full upon her. 
This beauty had been omnipotent to tempt him once, 
to cast aside all laws of Gknl and Man — ihis beauty 
might tempt iiiiu yet again. Tliis had stricken his 
strength till it reed within her hands — this 

again might give her back her power. And she stood 
there, while her eyes looked up to his, and her heart 
heaved where the jewels gleamed; and the lace 
sank farther down— down — ^from off her beautiful 
shoulders, with tiie diamonds glittering where they 
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nestled in her breurt. But Ids wiH mm iron; liis 
T€iiM were ico for lier* md bis eyes not duinge, 
his smile did not alter, as Us words feH cold and 
clear on the silence. 
<<It is too late for 

A burning flush crimsoned lier face, and she shrank 
under the blow. She Avas a woman, and one who 
^OBsed her amours inth delicate refinement^ and one 
who was used to rule omnipotent, and yidd with a 
sovereign's gi ace — not to sue and be repulsed. Tears, 
genuine and bitter, started to her ^ea, snd her voice 
thirilled with passionate emotion. 

" Strathmore ! Strathmore I I am in your poAyer — 
spare me I I am a woman — be pitiful to me ! You 
loved me so well once — hscve some pardmi for me now!* 

He did not change his attitude; lie leaned there 
fiL^aiii^t the console, with his eyes, under their drooped 
lids, fixed on h^; and his words answered her, falL 
ing low and chill on the silence, like the droppiji^ of 
ice-water : 

marvel you dare say timt to me 1 Oo 1 — you were 
always a matchless actress ; it Is a pity to waste your 

time, your tempting, and your loveliness!* 

She shivered as i^e heard him : from ^ery pash 
sion, from menace, from reproaches, Ab would have 
hoped to win, to touch, to tempt, to torture him 
into some mercy. With those cold, measured, inflex- 
lUe tones, all hope died out. She felt as tiiose who^ 
gliding down into a bottondess abyss upon the Alps, 
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£eeL the ioe-waU thegr fltnva to grasp^ alide^ smooAy 
and frozen, and dwlTing from their tcmch, as tiiey 

sink down wards to darkness and to death. 

Witk a low ay «die threw heraeif at his feet in all 
her loft wbsndomneiit of snpplicatkn; Her iirond 

head liunibled to the dust before him; her wHte 
haivis wrung and clenched; her loveliness, thrown 
tkm hefm Imn like s cnndnaJ^s wko kneels before 
het judge. 

And he locked down on her unmoved^ save that 
Ins vengeanoe was dear to him^ sad sweet: she snf- 
feted— at kst! 

*^Strathmoi:«! Oh, God! see, I kneel to you; 7, 
who nerer hent to any mortal thing ! i may merit 
fids ham y<m; I do not dare to deny it. Tea m«y 
have much to avenge on me — much ! — though I 
loved you; ay, I Wed you as I have loved no other I 
Wom^ cravB ooBoqiieBty powec^ ci uelty ; but wq Ioob^ 
despite that— love, thcm^ we love omraelves first I 

If I sinned to you, I sinned for ywl " 

^Tra^l biathetnideof thecontsBanr 
Where slie lay at lam feet, prostarate in ker kyveli- 
ness and her abasement^ she Juddered under the cafany 
chilly brutal sneer — shel die iraman wiio had ruled over 
princes, and to whom kings had knelt I Yet— die would 
not renounce all hope, she would not give way from 
all effort : she lifted her head, so that the white light 
fdl on its Insttons hair^ aad shone in her lovely eyes^ 
with their appealing prayer; and that fac^ in its 
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blanched pain, its prostrate beautji its stnckeii pride, 
was more resistless than in its most radiant hour of 
witching sovereignty. 

" Shame me I humble me ! strike me as you will I 
I wronged you, and I am in yonr pow^^ and a 
woman, and defenceless! Yet hear me: be great 
enough to forego vengeance — be noble enougli to 
heap coals of fire on my head by Pardon. If I 
erred, were yott sinless! If I were guilty, were yow 
stainless from crime t Seel — you have made me 
drink the bitterness of humiliation to the .dregs ! 
Cannot that content you f Spare me, more fac the 
love of Qodl Hear me, Strathmore, and have 
mercy ! To-day you have let the world whisper it, 
but to-morrow's whisper may soon efface to-day'q* 
Lord Yavasonr is dying, dying fast ; let me bear 
his name in peace ? If you do not reveal tlie truth 
to his heirs, none will dare attack, and sift, and 
search— none will raise' the question. I may live 
in peace; live without shame, and sneer, and jibe 
from the women I have rivalled, from the society 
I have ruled. Only spare me this — this 1 Do not 
hunt me down to poverty and degradation, do not 
expose me to the world I ^" 

She stopped, and a sob choked her voice^ for 
here, if acting still, the actress felt her part and 
pleaded her prayer in all its acrid bitterness, its keen, 
imploring pain, for she felt and pleaded for herself* 
She suffered, — she soffered,— and the burning tears 
gathered and fell, and under its delicate shroud of 
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lace Iier fonn shivered with the.physical cold of a 
great dread, of a conyaLBive suspense* 

Slie pleaded as the Condemned plead for life. 
Her fatuie lay in this man*s keeping — and he had 
spared her from death only to bid her liye ^^to 

suffer." 

She had made him in God's sight and in his own 
a murderer. Oould she hope for mercy from himi 
Could she strike yengeance from his hand f 

A death-like stillness reigned between them us her 
yoice ceased, and she lay there at his feet in her abject 
supplication, her abased loyeliness, her stricken pride. 
He stood changeless, motionless, his face unaltered in 
its tranquillity, his eyes unfaltering in their relentless 
gaze: 

" If you were drowning before my eyes^ and my 
hand stretched out could save you — ^you should perish 
in its need I If you were bound to the stake, and 
one word of mine could saye you — I would not speak 
it I If you were dying of hunger and thirst, and a 
cup of cold water from my pity could save you — 
I would refuse it in yomr death hour I I haye 
answered. Such mercy as you gave, I give to you ; 
no other." 

As his words fell slowly ont upon the silene^ 
chin, tranquil, and inexorable as Fate, a shudder 
ran through her frame, and a cry broke fromlier 
lips wild and piteous, like that of a woman who re- 
ceives her death-warrant. 

She trembled, siiivered, shrank before the iron 
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pitilossnesSy the hate, ai this man's nature^ on 
which her own might flingy and wear, and spend 
itself for ever, yet make no more impress dian the 

fretting waveH which upon a granite sea-wall^ 

and leare do sign of all their feverish travail. And 
she lay cronched at his feet in all her fallen loveli- 
ness, stricken and paralysed as by a cruel mortal 
blow. 

His eyes dwdt on her long and meaningly^ while 
not a mnsde of his face changed from its rigid cahn, 
its bitter exultation; he watched her shudder, and 
writhe, and croueh there at his feet with a faint 
smile playing on hia lips — as he would haive watched 
her strained on the rack or bound to her funeral pyre; 
and his voice hissed slowly through his teeth as he 
stooped and whispered in her ears 

* Listen ! I have what you can never rob me of — I 
have my Vengeance. You have lived to sujffer! 
And yon will fall lower and lower into sin and inj^my^ 
and miseiy and want; fall as ihose fall who trade in 
beauty, and die as they die when beauty leaves them : 
die in the streets— die craving a cmst* Go I — your 
fate waits for yon." 

The brutal doom hissed in her ear, maddened her 
as a shot a panther, till all its desert nature wakes to 
life under its pam. She started, and uprose and stood 
before him^ her face blanched to the lips, her e3res 
ahght with a tigi*ess-glar% fearful in her loveliness, 
ghastly in her brilliance, dangerous in her weakness 
and her despair. 
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"Abase me, Gs:j^ose me, destroy me, work your 
woEsfc; / plead no more I But, fay the God whom 
we haye both outraged, lihe hour Bhall come when tiie 

mercy you mete out to me I will mete back to you, 
when you shall seek in Tain of eacth or heavep, 
Stnithmoxe, for the pity you now deny I" 

She stood beioru iiim in idl her beauty, ^^ bile the 
light streamed dowu upou her, her face turned towards 
him with the glittering hair thrown back, her lustrous 
eyes dilated, her form instinct with despairing pas- 
aon, her voice rising and qui veiling in the air tiU it 
rang with a menace of the future, with evil dark 
and merciless as his own; she stood there, tenable 
as Ate, prophetic Cassaiidnu Aiil thus they 
looked on one another, this man and woman,, so lately 
bomid in the dose ties of passionate love and nmtual 
sin, now sundered farther than ihev betwixt whom 
oceans xolL Thus tliey looked on oue another; and 
in .her eyes was the lurid ^eam of & vengeanoe 
which soon or late would pioneer its path and sate 
its lust ; and on his hps sat the calm, chill smile 
of a vengeance which wonld never cease from pur- 
suing, and never stay its hand for pity or for prayer, 
which held its quarry in its gnp, and tasted its power 
slowly, di*op by drop, with thirst which grew the 
greater with its every draught. 

Thus they looked on one another; there was a 
moment's silence again, as tlioiigh she still mutely 
awaited whether yet he would iiot yield to mercy, yet 
abstain from vengeance, and bid her go, loathed, 
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abhorred^ condemned^ but — spared. There was a 
momenl^B aileiioey in wbich the very air seemed plead- 
ing for lier pardon, and supplicating for the God-like 
vengeance of forgiveness. Then she cast one look 
upon hiB face : it was wbite^ calm^ chill| inflexible as 
the featoxes of ihe dead, and nnmoved as they 
to prayer, or woe, or menace ; and without word or 
sign she tamed and left his presence. 
They had parted 

And, as the door closed, he fell heavily forward, 
with a crash, across the marble, ^ve( ])iiig a woman's 
very passion of tears; — loathing life^ longing for 
death, abhorrin g himself while his heart was breaking. 
He had loved her so utterly ; — he loved her still ! 

To her he had been as granite, bat in his heart he 
was so weak. Hu vengeance had so much guilt, but 
his life had so much misery. 

Oh God, I grow a fiend I he moaned in his 
great wretchedness, his added crime. ''Oh GN>d, 
why did they not kill me in my birth ! " 
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THB OOSB OF THE SBOBB^* 

At twelve that nighty while Lord Yavasoar lay 

dying, and Paris danced and supped, and gamed and 
laughed, and whirled through the merry hours, a 
party of some dozen or so were gathered after the 
opera for a petit souper in the salons of Madame de 
la Ferriole, the wife of one of those princes whom the 
Bourse makes in a day. The hdtel was superb ; the 
ameublement would have been deemed marvellous in 
a palace ; figuratively, for its cost, the supper could 
boast of liquid gold for its wines, and melted gold for 
its dishes; and the Sevres on which it was served 
was rimmed with pink pearls: yet Madame de la 
Ferriole (genuinely, Madame le Maire) was still ou 
the outskirts of fashionable socielyi and was at this 
moment still passing through that transmlgratoiy 
period which transfers the owners of Capital among 
the leaders of Ton; and blazons the Or with the 
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Gules. She moved highly, but not with the highest, 

aiid therefore her guests around the supper-table dis- 
cussed the insult of Longchamps without the key to 
it, wluch as yet only lay in the hands of the ultra 
exclusives of one certain set ; and, tlierefore, they 
hailed with pleasure and empressement the late advent 
of the single member of that set whom they had yet 
secured, and who had deigned to come and sup with 
Madame de la Ferriole, partly because, en vraie 
FansiemSj she respected the wealth, partly because^ 
m hel esprit^ she wished to flaftinse the appointments 
of tlie roturi^re. That single member was Blanche 
de Ruelle. 

With all the ^languor of go«l tane^" bvtintfa all 

the curiosity of scandal-mongers, the party around 
the miiiionnahxj's supper-table sought the confidence 
of the hau^rty and miapproach^e aristocrat, who^ 
lying back and slowly breaking her ioe, seemed dis- 
posed to talk of little but the new opera, and of that 
only to her own escort, the Yicomte de GhaureUaiu 
Blandie de Boelle had been the first to whom Staradn 
more had entrusted the secret of Alaiion Vavasour's 
downfal, and bidden deal the poisoned wound with 
the silyer steel ; ^ehad been the chief to enable him 
to mete out rei^enge and chastisement Ihus sh)wly, 
subtUeiy, witheringly. And althougii he in imfold- 
ing, she in reodTlng the story had placed but one 
motiYe in sight and surface — to wit, the proud wrath 
of an insulted Order, and an outraged and patrician 
Hatronage ; the chastisement had been the more wil- 
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lingly, tlie more completely done because she had 
once loved — hopelessly — where the woman whose 
abasement she was sonunoned to carry out had been 
madly worshipped. The same passions move the 
world as in older and more transparent days; they 
are but the more closely veiled. 

And now, about the supper-table of La Ferriole^ 
little else but one topic was circulated, if abandoned 
for the moment, to be resumed the next; and the 
bored^ langnid^ shmder-seeking fl^nenrs^ masculine 
and feminine^ lounging away an hour after the opera 
over the priceless wines of the Princess of the Bouise, 
sought its ex|)lanation from the hist of those who had 
dealt the deadly thrust that day in the gre^ all^ of 
the Bois. For the insult to the English Peeress was 
the theme of Paris: and the hixrh station of those 
who had passed it rdsed curiosity to frantic wonder 
and to breathless impati^ce. Blanche de Budle let 
them babble on about it in her presence, while she 
spoke of Auber^s muinc with ChanreUan; then she 
raised her haughty eyes in answer to the questions 
which tui'ned directly towards her, |Jaying gently 
with her Spanish fan. 

^ Pardon, madame I Lady Yavasoor f Oh, I pray 
you drop that subject ; society has been grossly out- 
raged, foully insulted. Have you not heard I Jn- 
deedl Why^ the marriage was fictitious — she was 
never his wife. The world has been decdved, and 
we — we have received the Marquis's mistress.** 
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CHAFTEB XIT. 

TBB ABDIOlTIOir OF THB FUBPiSB. 

At twel^ of the m^t the Manjius of Ymatm 
and Yanz died, and his chaplain, standing by, said 

imctuously over the bloated body, "Blessed are the 
chosen who die in the Lord;" for he whose breath 
had just left his hody had had many and rich bene- 
fices in his hand, and " died in the Lord," according 
to all the clergy of the Church of Eugiand, which 
sees no nns in patrons. 

^'Le Boi est mort, yive le Boi!" and ihe good 
chaplain, having said the Last Communion over the 
past Marqnis, went to send the first telegram to the 
f ntnre one* But, rapid as was his own, one had pr&> 
ceded it to the distant Jieir, who, from a nameless 
Attach^ would become a Personage* Where the 
two passions race^ Bevenge will outstrip Avarice of 
the two, though both are hell-hounds fleet of foot. 

This latter message ran thus ; 
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^'Fiom the Lord Cecil Strathmore, H6tel de LoadieGf^ 
Paris, to William Vere-Lncingham| Esq., British 

Embassy, Constantiaople. 

^^I hear the Uarquis, your cousin, died to-night, 

suddenly and intestate. See me here as soon as you 
arrive, or you will lose the best part of the personalty*'* 

Now, in tlie absence of all will of any kind, since 
the Marquis had ever had obstinate horror of a testa- 
ment, and shunned the word of death as utterly as the 
Koiuans on their tombstones, the entail dcvoU ud on 
Yere-Liucingham, sole, though distant^ heir presump- 
tive^ and all the rich personalty would go to his 
widowed Mardiioness. Therefore, when this telegram 
came to him with his morning coffee, acquainting 
him of the new f ortchies which Pallida Mors, best 
finend of the Living, had wrought for him, the } oung 
Attach^ was bewildered at its latter clause j but 
knowing well the character of the sender, for he had 
been under him at Turin, never thought of slighting 
or neglecting the strange summons, but only felt a 
grateful and wondering eagerness as to its pui'port. 

At twelve of the night the Marquis of Vavasour 
and Vaux died---of too much pat6 de rossignd and 
rosolios at luncheon — not a great death, perhaps, but 
in the main scarce so harmful an one (to others) as 
Mithridates' or Hamilcar^s, or Julius Osesar^s, or 
divers whom we call heroes, because they perished 
by a weapon with which they had slain thousands ere 
their decease, and slew by their legacies thousands • 
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after it. To be gluttonons of nightingales h bad ; 
bnt it may be worse for the universe to be gluttouous 
of nations ; a gouimet only kills himself ; abero fills a 
larger bin of martalily. The ime, however, has only 
the restaurants, the other the world, to chant his De 
BrofmdxB; and, granted^ it U amidfir on a larger scale 
to IdU ten thousand men to make a yictory^ than to 
kill ten dozen birds to make a pat6 ! 

The Marquis of Vavasour and Vaux died, and left 
the world a legacy of many inimitable emsme receipt^ 
and one great wonder. His young cousin, Vere- 
Lucingham, succeeded to the Marquisate with all its 
hononrsy and lef nsing to acknowledge her daim to 
one iota of the rich property which the law would 
have allotted to the wife o£ the deceased, to one 
gem of the Yavasonr jewels which had so long 
sparkled on her brow, the new peer proclaimed to 
Europe that she wliom it had so long received and 
honoured had no right or title to its respect and 
homage, but had only been the dead man's nustress. 
And when the chai-gc was brouolit, the condciniicd 
conld put forward no defence, could allege no denial: 
there had been no marriage; and the Law is not to 
be seduced by a feminine sophism, dazzled by an 
actress, or enslaved by a w^oman's loveliness, but 
wrings out one uncourtly, and coaise thing — trutL 

She^ whom the world so long had known and wor^ 
shipped as Marion Lady Vavasour, had kept her 
secret well. Who says that her sex has not the power 
to guard a secret closely t Pshaw t they keep one 
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for a Hfe-time, if — their own I Shb had kept it, 
secure that it Tvoxild never be told by her lord, and 
that wlien iie died, with him would die the sqLb po»- 
aessor of it. And now the secret was given to the 
winds, and huiled out to the light of the day, and flun f]^ 
to the world wiiece &he jseigned, as the deer is Umig 
to the lionnds at the cartel For the heil-dogs of 
Yen<]^eance had been on her track, and thej never 
lose scent of the tralL 

Years hefoKe^ cminng among the West Indian 
ides, and lying in a haibonr (rarely visited) to liave 
his yacht fresh coppered, the Marquis had seen her, 
lovely as the morning. Her parents, En^ish Ranters, 
were dead, and she was ^ntting at, and wearied at 
colonial obscurity and insular imprisonment, like a 
brilHant txopic bird in a oooped-up cage. She looked 
at her marvdlonB lovdiiness, and knew that while it 
oooid give her sway ^der and mistier than the 
Caesars', it must bloom to its full beauty, and fade 
and die unseen, like the radiant blossoms of some 
matchless flower in the tanked fbcesta and dense 
swamps of lier own island. The Marquis saAV her, 
loved her, and offered her — the world. She knew, 
by intuition in her lovely youth, how great a price 
sncli beauty as hers should fetch, and refused to sdl 
it for less than his coronet. He declined the pay- 
ment: she declined any other. A pause ensued, in 
which both steeled themselves from surrender, and 
each awaited the others capitulation. At last the 
man grew impatient, the woman doubtful: he was 



Digitizcu by Google 



156 



STRATHKOBE. 



Inred by her lovelineas, she was luied by the vista of 

emancipation and conquest A\ hich stretched out before 
her ; they each bent to a compromise. She dispensed 
with the le|]^ties of mazriage^ but stipulated for the 
semblance ; she did not require to be made his wife, 
but she required that tlie world should hold her so : he, 
well amused to joUmetUjauer wn monde, and, musing 
that (unbomid) he could end the comedy whensoever 
he should have fatigued of it, consented. 

She came to Europe with him as the Marchioness 
of Yayasour and Yaux: it suited his monkeyish 
malice to play the trick on his order and on society, 
and he readily lent himself to ail which might best 
sustain the delusion. She was zeceiyed as his wif e^ 
and the rest was soon accomplished by her own un* 
equalled beauty and mirivalled tact. She soon ruled 
the fashion, and set her foot on the neck of the 
world. And as time went on the old Marquis grew 
so well accustomed to her reign, and was so well 
amused to see society fall before her and men go mad 
for her loveUness, that he abandoned all thought of 
dissolving their compact ; partially perhaps because he 
did not care to tell the world himself that he had 
palmed off a lie upon it, partially because his own 
weak and supine character had shown its facile points 
to her, and was ruled by her stronrrer will with 
facihty, and without his being even aware of the 
governance. Thus what she appeared to the world 
she grew absolutely to regard herself. 

Worshipped, courted, obeyed as the Marchioness 
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of Vavasour and Vaux, she forgot that she had no 
legal claim to the title and place she filled. One or 
two obscnie persons in that remote^ nndTilised West 
Indian island were all who knefW her secret; how 
should these reach her great world, or her great 
world reach them f Moreover, they were in her pay, 
and bribed to silence ; so it was little marvel that 
Marion Vavasour — such I must still call her — deemed 
her position secm^ and her single secret safe from 
revelation; litde marvel that, proud, made to love 
power and to use it royally, haughtily fastidious as 
though a bom patrician, with some blood of an ille- 
gitimate Stnart actnallj wandering in her vems, and 
accustomed to the homage of exclusive circles, she 
had learned to look upon her rank as unassailable, 
and felt the degradation of her deadly fate bitterly, 
bitterly — as any queen, who with her crown torn 
from her brows, and her purples rent from about her, 
ever was bidden to descend from her throne and 
come out to the jibes and the hiss of the multitude 
where yesterday the highest sought her smile, where 
to-day the lowest conld revile and scofE and stone! 
Straihmore's yengeance would have been more mer- 
ciful if he bad slain her in the glare of that summer 
morning — a moment's pain, and ail had then been 
over. He had chosen a more lingering and cmel 
retribution : he had bade her liye to suffer. 

Her secret was known in Paris, and nothing of the 
bitterness of her humiliation was spared to the Dis- 
crowned. She had outshone the one eex^ she had 
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maddened the oilier ; wlio was tkexe amidst the order 
she had insnhed^ the women abe had liyillfid^ the 
mm she had fooled, to break the Tioletiee of her fall^ 
to heed how brutally the diadem might be wrenched 
from the fair, proud head, raiaed in its lovely sove- 
reignty so long above ihemf 

Her secret was knowu in Paris : in the cercles, in 
the salons, in the Tuileries itself, in Galignani's, on 
the Boulevards ; in all the oaf ^ in all the hoadofrs, 
over fine ladies' chocolate in their bedrooms, over 
gourmets' five hundred franca' breakfast in the 
Maison Dor^, it was the theme of the hour, to the 
exclnsNHi of all eke; it flew across the Channel as 
swiftly as special coiTespondents' copy could readu 
Printing^iovseHBqQare, and filled all the joumala^ 
Ang^ and GaSiey widi its startfing sensation-new^ 
its incredible scandal. All Europe knew this beauti- 
ful Helen with the antelope eyes, for whom princes 
and chi^a had been ready to war, ahnoat as in the 
eld days of Hellafl. All Europe was summoned as 
witness and auditor of her shame and her abdication. 
From the Fakee to the Press all £nfope acraigned 
her— and for what mercy eoold she look in her 
abasement, when those wlio found her guilty were 
the nobility she had insulted, the societjr she had 
trepanned, the rivals she had hnmiliated, the lovesa 
she had fooled ? These made judges more pitiless 
tliiin Alva's Council of Blood. 

Tme^ for sake id her lovdmess many asylums 
offered to her, in terms which now she could not 
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resent as iosait, and of them sibe accepted Etoile's» 
Bnt the protection of a Prxnoe was almost as bitter 
to her as the obscurity of a conrmit — she who had 
reigned in the palaces of Europe to be classed with 
Yic^ Y6f she who had shone amidst womeQ of blood 
royal and visited at St. Cloud and at Windsor to 
siuk amidst lionnes of the Rue Breda and Eiighien 
toy-villas I It was a bitter change — from the purges 
of the Fatricum to the stained robes of the Hetinu 

She suffered — ay ! she suffered cruelly, this woman, 
who had mocked at all hmmiB grief with her silvery 
laugh, and dealt out angoisli and death as gaily as a 
cfaQd deals both to the painted butterffies that he 
slays for his sport. She suffered cmeUy ; for to ihe 
pnmd and flattered woman tiiere was no chastisement 
ao feaff nl as humifiation. And it was a scourge of 
scorpions wherewith he lashed her — he, whose hand, 
though imifftftTtj dealt every blow under which she 
shrank. 

With the keen cunning and the patience in pur- 
suity her vagrant race, the Bohemian had learned 
Ibe secret of the aristocrat horn, a quadvoen woman 
whom she had found, by what chain of hazard and 
investigation combined^ matters not. In her hands it 
was powerless for evil — a gipsy could not be heard 
against a pemis ; but she placed it in those which 
her shrewd intuition knew would use it most ^videl} , 
jnoek merdleasly. When Strathmore had taken his 
yacht^ as it was beSeved, to the Western worldy he 
had gone to pursue eveiry link of tire cine given him 
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by the Czeschen, in that remote unnoticed colony 
whence the fint thread of hk vengeance had to be 

found. It had needed lon^ and patient search ; those 
he sought were obscure and unknown ; but he was 
patient in the trail as an Indian^ and when his gold 
had bonght over their nlenoe and pnrchased thehr 
fidelity to the secret they had in keeping, his ven- 
geance was his. He had returned to deal it — his 
hand inTisibley but his will directing its eveiy step, 
its every sting. 

With his revelation he had bought opprobrium and 
chastisement for her from the highest ; with his gold 
he bought insult and degradation for her from the 
lowest. As it had been bis intimation which had 
caused the patrician women to cut her dead in the 
passage of Longchamps, so it had been his will 
which had caused the lorette to greet her familiarly 
in the all^ of the Bois — so it was his wealth which 
purchased every subtle indignity, every suave out- 
rage 'SN'hich, by a cool word or an insolent smile from 
those in whom womanhood is disgraced, classed her 
with theniy and strack deeper than a dagger^s thrust 
into the heart which, with all its nn, with all its 
licence, remained haughty, fastidious, refined, aristo- 
cratic to its core. A laugh^ a note^ a bow, the point- 
ing of the monstrari digito, the shame of coarse 
epigram, or sneering quatrain, or obscene caricatura, 
the insult of courtesans' friendship, or courtesans' 
invitation — these were the weapons with which the 
unseen hand that dealt her doom, stabbed iier mo- 
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mentarily, mercilessly, with a retribntioii as subtle as 

it was relentless. He had bade her live to suffer! 
It environed her, it pursued her^ it poisoned tiie very 
air she breathed; she grew exhausted under it^ 
this unending vengeance, which never slacked its 
speed, which never slaked its thirst, which, in its 
subtlety and its power, seemed all but supernatural* 
My brethren, are not men's passions ever so when 
they break tlie bonds of nature, and trample wide the 
mercy which God yields, but they deny f 

He had bade her live to suffer ; and slie did suffer, 
this woman, whom no remorse had ever touched, no 
fity stirred, no tenderness stricken, but who had 
pride, which suffered deadly agony in its fall. There 
is a torture of the spirit which is more devilish and 
more terrible to endure than the shorter and coarser 
torture of the body ; and she — she who had reigned 
so long ! — knew this to its uttermost. She knew it 
when the men-servants of a household which had 
used to be obedient to her slightest gesture, could 
revenge themselves for many an imperious word or 
haughty command, by the slight and the sneer which 
the hirelings of the fresh lord had no scruple to deter 
them from offering to the mistress of the dead. She 
knew it when the women \\ liom she had scored from 
her visiting list as beneath her rank, or refused to 
enter on her invitation-roU as roturi^res or rococo, 
could pay her back in whatever coin they would. 
She knew it when she stood alone, a queen dis- 

VOL. n. u 
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crowned, in the chambers whare she had so hmg 
reigned absolute with a crowding court abont her, 

and looked down tlie long vista of the magnijficent 
salons, where yesterday every art-tii£e had been 
hers, every will had bent to hers, every guest, every 
Rer\ ant, ay ! even eveiy j/ictiire ou the walls, or jewel 
in the tazze, or ilower in the conservatories, had been 
herSf and whence now, she passed ont with less 
honour than the lowest hireling who moved about 
their chambers, with less right, or title, or share in 
them than the dogs which slept upon their cushions. 

The shame of a great sin had never smitten her ; 
sl^ knew it not ; but under the shame of a great 
abasement she writhed, she shrank, she shuddered, 
as the women of old, who were ^ven over, naked 
and bleeding, and hooted, to tlie pillor}^ and the 
scourge. Is she alone ^ burely not, lor with man- 
kind it is not the crime which is dreaded, but the 
scaffold.* 

The Due d'Etoiles carriage awaited her on that 
day when she passed for ever from the residence and 
the state of ihe Marchioness of Vavasour and Vanx. 

She entei'ed it, sweeping through the great crowd, 
which assembled to gaze upon her as a notoriety, with 
all her accustomed haughty grace, now with a i^iade 
of defiance in it, and with her teeth shghtly set 
togetlier, for henceforth the world and she were at 

* "Le crime fait la houte et non pas i'^cbafaud," sajs Comeille. 
But tiie worid revOTWs the po«^8 dkttum; and in the world's cyw and 
onr own, we may sin as we please, provided we avoid the scandal of 
heing gibbeted for it I 
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iasae^ and would contemn and confiont each other. 

But this was only for the world ; alone, the fallen 
empress bowed under the bitterness oi lier degnula- 
tion, and writhed as upon a wheel where she was 
<diatned for public gaze and public mock^, as the 
carriage rolled cmward to the Due's villa ; Etoile 
waa not with her — some court ctfemon j detained him 
at the Tdleries, and he had written that he coidd not 
be at Autcuil " juscju aii souper," in a note, in ^^■lK)se 
rick coinplim^t alr^dy she learned tlie di&erence of 
a Prince's wording to a Peeress of England^ and to 
one of Viola V^s Sisterhood. She needed the soli- 
tude ; she was thaukf ill fear iL Awaj from the eyes 
of the crowd, or from the presence of her lovers^ 
Maricm Yavasoiir^s high-stnmg spirit gave way, like 
a Low overbeut. She who had looked on all pain as 
her sport, as the young cat claims the agonies of the 
dying bird for her play, she knew it now for herself. 

She was alone ; on her arrival the chambers seemed 
stifling, the very evidences of a prince s wealth pre- 
pared for her looked loathsome ; they were the in- 
signia of her fall. She needed to suffer in solitude 
— once — once — for henceforth she would be amongst 
those whose wealth lies in their smiles^ whose liveli- 
hood hangs on the brilliance of their beauty, and who 
must ever laugh — ^laugh and love, with tlie rouae on 
their paling cheeks, and the iron sharp in their souls I 
She went out into the sheen of the spring sunshine, 
sweeping swiftly and unheedingly through the grounds 
of the Due's viUa. The birds sang about her path ; 
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she scared them from her; their song was jarring 

mockery in her ear. A gardener^s child asked her 
for alms ; she spumed him from her with a cruel 
word; she had lived to envy that beggai^s brat play- 
ing among the roses. A bright-winged butterfly 
fluttered in the grass at her feet ; she trampled it to 
a brutal death, for daring to be joyous there — ^that 
senseleds insect I — ^in the sunny light. 

She swept onward swifily, and unheeding w^here 
she went, while in the distance across the stretch 
of wood, and in the sunny mists of coming evening, 
uprose the roofs and spires of Paris — Paris, where she 
had reigned idol of its Court and leader of its Noblesse;^ 
Paris, where she had wielded more than a sovereign's 
sway ; Paris, where she had sunk in all the bitterness 
of her fall. She swept onward, fast and blindly, through 
the glades and gardens, her lips white, her teeth set, 
her frame quivering with the shame of that day's degrar 
dation, till a branch of one of the early roses struck 
her across the brow, and recalled her to herself w itii its 
sharp physical pain. The flowers swung in the sun-- 
light — ^the flowers which, wiA that more poetic 
element mingling in her nature, she had ever loved 
and interwoven with her beauty* Now, they recalled 
a thousand ghastly memories ; ^^ith a rapid gesture 
she broke them asunder, and tore and bcauered their 
fragrant leaves upon the earth : she was, even as 
those roses, a lying loveliness with a canker at the 
core I And, with a passionate moan of pain, Marion. 
Vavasour sank down upon the stone steps of the 
terrace to which she had unconsciously taken her 
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way, and, siokiiig lier graceful, haughty head upon 

her hands, gave free \ijnt — in solitude — to the bitter- 
ness of a fallen pride, to the misery of a world-wide 
degradation* 

"You suffer now ! 

The words, hissed in her ear in strange ill-spoken 
French, made her start and rise with her old proud 

imperioubiiess, yet with something of fear; for the 
ruthless vengeance which pursued her had, now that 
its worst was wrought, left its terror upon her, and in 
her nature, as in the panther's, something of cowardice 
ran side by side with cruelty. Bending above her, 
over the grey ivy-hung copings she saw the dark 
figure of a vagi^ant woman; it was the Bohemian, 
Redempta, who had stood there watching her, with a 
dark hot flush warming the pale olive of her features, 
and lending them new life and light — a flush of 
thirsty joy. For to the wild, hali-savagc nature 
whicii had known no duty but its love, no law but 
its instincts, revenge, looked great and holy : a just 
peacc-offeriii<^ to the beloved dead. 

To Marion Vavasour she was unknown — her face, 
though twice beheld, uniemembered — ^and, in vague 
alarm, she glanced around, and saw that she had wan- 
dered so far to the outskirts of the grourids that she was 
only surrounded by woodland, with none within call ; 
her hand instinctively sought for gold, and tendered 
it in alms to this gipsy, whose gaze filled her with a 
nameless terror, thus suddenly met in her hour of 
solitude, in her day of dishonour. A smile^ mournful 
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in its otter dudun, crosaad the lips ol the BofaamaD, 

and she motioned it aside with that calin dignity with 
which nature had dowered her : 

Should I touch your gold if I were stervingf £ 
came for a richer guerdon than all the iroahfa of 

empires — I came to see you suffer!" 
"Suffer— suffer. " 

She re^peated the word vagncly, mechanically; in 

that moment of fibandonment her nerves were mi- 
Btrung, her strength beaten down, and the defiance 
she had assumed for the ivorld had but left her the 
more e^diausted and heart-sidk with the f aintness of 
despair. She could not resent the Bohemian's wordS| 
but only dimly marvelled at them. 

The gipsy looked at her, a smile lighting her eyes, 
and breaking up from the immutable melancholy of 
her face, while her brown hand clenched on the white, 
soft arm of Marion Vavasour : 

"Ay I I have toiled, and laboured, and endured for 
that, only for that — ^to see you suffer ! You were the 
murderess of Marc Lennartson, the slayer of what X 
loved. Ah! false fornicatress, did you never hear 
his blood cry out for vengeance ? — did you think to 
smile, and sin, and drag men down to hell with all 
your loveliness; and never have your crime oome 
back to you I You slew him — and you laughed at 
his death. You slew him — but I have avenged him I 
I have been on your tndl day and nig^t, and year 
after year; I burrowed to your secret at last, and I 
gave it to Strathmore to destroy you. You suffer I — 
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jxmr MpB are ^ninte^ joor eyes am dim, your f aoa is 
hazard — yon suffer ! Y011 hwre eaten «f snoh lufe- 

temess as you gave ; you have f allea from your proud 
estate ; ycmwiiL die in lowest ii^amy. GkMi has given 
me Tengeance — God has given me vengeance I " 

The words broke swift and fierce from the JJulie- 
miaa's lips, with all the ferocious passion of her 
. mngd lace^ ber eyes gifMering, her yoaoe trinmphanty 
her hand clenching harder on the delicate arm she 
bruised in her grip^ as she watched the woman she 
had hated and pursued idnink bade and shJreri and 
turn sick under her stripes, as the scourged under 
those of the lash. Then the glow faded from her 
dark cheek, the vengeful lust and joy from her 
gleaming eyes ; she loosened her hold -and threw up 
her arms witli a wildj piteous gesture to Heaven : 

" Oh, God 1 thou givest me Vengeance, but thou 
canst not give me back the Dead I She snfferol — 
she suffers 1 — but he " 

The shrill, agonised cry died in a broken moan, 
her arms fell, her head drooped; she stood livid, 
mute, motionless as a statue. For in this lawless^ 
vagrant woman, born of savage blood and bred by 
savage laws, brute instincts were outweighed by one 
great We; and that love turned even the long 
yeamed-for hour of her vengeance to dead ashes, to 
withered fruit — ^for vengeance could not give her 
back her dead I 

Her eyes dwelt on the face of Marion Vavasour 
with a hxed and lifeless gaze of unutterable melan- 
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choly, of fathomless pain, and her voice came slowly 
and hoarsely from her lips : 

"I have smitten you, hut I caj mot make you render 
back the life that you destroyed I I revenge, but 
I camiot lecal ! He is dead, and my youth lies with 
him in ihe graye; though I wring you with erory 
tortui?e, I cannot undo your work. Yet — when you 
live in shame, and die in inf amy, yon will remember 
the woman who loved, yet was forsaken by hini, 
avenged him on you, who betrayed and drove him to 
his death. If you had spared him, you had been 
spared I'* 

Then she turned, and moved slowly away with her 
head bowed, passing out of sight through the leafy 
aisles of the trees ; and Marion Vavasour stood alone, 
with the chill of a great and nameless terror npon 
her. Her hands clenched on the stone copiiiij as if 
for sapport, her eyes n^un, sheshivered in ILlow 
sunlight^ she recoiled under the chastisement of the 
great sins wliich had found her out and come home 
to her — fruit of the seed sown. She shuddered 
there) where she stood in the warm evening air, and 
crouched down like a thing of guilt, while the dank 
dew stood on her fair, proud brow. And, as though 
led by the hand of an avenging angel, her eyes, dim 
in her bitter, throbbing misery, unconsciously followed 
the circUng sweep of a white-winged swallow skim- 
ming the surface of the earth ; and as they pursued 
the bird's flight, fell on the place where it rested, a 
block of marble, lying amidst green luxuriance of 
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sprmf^tide flowers and the leaves of drooping tiees^ 

whicii Lore the name of the dead below : 

Aged 33, 
KOIed by the Hand of his Friend. . 

The grounds of the villa touched the cemetery of 

Auteuil ; beyond, well-nigh at her feet, lay the grave 
of the man whom her lie had giyen to deati, ^ 
the brief record carved there by the remorse of his 

assassin. And she, who believed in no God, believed 
at last in retribution, and stood there paralysed and 
strick^ with a deadly fear, looking down on the 
tomb where the swallow rested and the sunlight 
played. 

Yet, still — still, the soul of this woman knew neither 
remorse nor repentance, for these, if they take their 

spring from crime, yet arc holy, and purily wliilc 
they scathe. But only as the panther in its mortal 
pain grows £resh hungered for the death-grapple in 
its blind instmct of revenge, so she in hers grew 
athirst for added evil — evil which should smite him 
who had been the companion in her sin, yet > who had 
pursued her as though he were guiltless^— evil which 
should blast the life that had destroyed her own, and 
strike to the dust the iron will that had stricken her 
-^vil in which she should hiss back into the ear of 
Strathmore tlie words with whicli he had doomed 
her : " Such mercy as you gave I give to you — ^no 
more!" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

EBQUIESCAT IN PACE. 

OvBR that grave the twifi^t shadows stole, the 

evenin<T dews gatliercd in the sprmg violets wliich 
clustered round the marble, the birds went to roost in 
the boughs which swaTed above, and the first faint 
light of the yoimg moon fell across the letters of the 
inscription, carved deep into the stone as though to 
stand ther^ in their reoorded crime^ through all 
change of season and all wear of time, eternal as the 

sin of wliicli thev told. She — his murderess — had 
gone some hours past; and by the grave, unconscious 
that she had been there bef oie liim, and there sworn 
a Y0W of vengeance mtliless as his own. stood the 
companion and the avenger of her guilt. Always 
thus In solitude and in the stiUness of the night 
Strathmore came hither; often, very often, for his 
nature was too brave and too proud to spare itself 
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one tilde of its chasriggiftctit, and the loire wlndi h» 

had bome the man whom he had sLiuirlitercd, seemed 
to well up in deeper tendeniess as CTerythiug else in 
ban greve hazder, ooyei^ and more merciless. A 
command he cotdd not resist seemed to mipel him to 
come there as men go to the scene of tlieii* past 
and to stand beside the reoord of his gnilt, 
beside the tomb where the life lus hand had sdain in 
all its glory^ and its youth, lay rotting to decay in the 
womb of the black, dank earth. 

Thoe^ mth his head bowed on the cold marble^ 
and his hands clenched on the wet grass that already 
covered the ground, he often lay through many hours 
of long, lonely nights ; in what remorse Gkxl alcme 
saw. He would have poored out his own life like 
water, to bring back the life that he had slain. 

He stood there now, gaang down npom the white 
shining stone and the dark leaves which swayed 
against it ; he fcit as though some atonement had 
been wrought to Errol by the vengeance which the 
day jost passed had crowned. Had his aim ever 
paused in the blow he had struck to the assassin of 
one, and the betiayer of both, it would have been 
nerved and steeled afredi by ihe memoiyof the dead. 
Beneath the polished ice, the boortly wnrldliness of 
Strathmore'-s character, lay the fierce, uatama1)le 
natm'e of the Bai-barian, or the untutored Southern, 
their pas^ons, tibeir love, their vengeance ; to him there 
was not alone revenge in that which he had wrought 
ou the traitress who had stoned iiis hands in blood ; 
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there was a wild juetioe done^ there was a duty ex- 
piated to the dead in the letributton which had pur- 
sued the murderess. 

As he stood there in the shadowy light, while the 
moon streamed upon the sepnlcfare lying at Ms feet, 
the solitude, whicli reigned unbiuken about Erroll's 
grave, for the first time was shared, and on his ear 
fell the low, meHow, chanting Toice.of fiedempta the 

gipsy- 

" English lord, I have given you your vengeance I 
Is it sweet in yonr teeth, or has it turned to ashes as 
you atef 

He started as her form suddenly rose from the 
depths of the woodland gloom and stood before him 
by the grave ; but ihe chiU smile which had so much 
of cmelty came on his Hps as he glanced at her. 

Kedempta, the only thing in life whose sweetness 
never paUs, and cannot die^ is vengeance." 

Her deep, lustrous eyes, which were now heavy 
and weary, gleamed for the moment with the evil 
which glittered in his own, as at the touch of fresh 
flame dying embers leap to life. 

"Ay, ay, she has suffered! I have seen misery 
gather in her eyes, and shame bowing her head to 
the dust, I have watched her shiver und^ the scorn 
of laughter^ aiitl 1 o In'ard iier iiioaii with pain like 
a hopeless, fallen thing. She has suffered I That 
cannot escape me I — that cannot be undone ! I have 
avenged him, and now ^ 

Her voice dropped, and she was silent, while over 
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the lurid light of her eyes a htunid softness gathered, 

and her lips trembled vdtli a voiceless movement — 
her thoughts were with the dead. For the heart of 
the woman was in pain^ and sickened with the futility 
of a reveufrc which could not yield her back what she 
had loved ; it knew not the exultant and pitiless lust 
of the man, which rioted in vengeance, and fed on its 
knowledge^ and its memory, insatiate and unpalled. 
For there was this wide difference between the pas- 
sions of their lives : hers sprang from love which still 
lived and was deathless, his from love which had 
become hatred, and in that hatred lost all other sense. 

Strathmore glanced at her in the gloaming; he 
owed this woman mnch, since he owed her the first 
secret of his power over the life which he had pursued 
and hunted down ; and the sole price which the 
Bohemian had asked or taken had been that which 
she had first named : to see her suffer." 

He stretched out his hand urith some louis d'or : 

"Redempta, you are ill- clad and in want; take 
these now, and in the future let me serve you I" 

She signed aside the proffered gift with a proud 
gestm'e of denial, and on her face came a strange 
smile, derisive yet melancholy ; 

My lord ! I told you long ago that fiedempta the 
Vagrant took no price for that which she brought you 
— ^no w^age for her vengeance. Since his hand lay in 
mine, no man's gold has soiled it ; and with the future 
I have no share ; my work is done. The future is 
for you : it lies before you ; go where it beckons 1" 
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As the Czeschfeii words were uttered in the moiio- 
tonoiis^ chanfang recitative in wiiich sbe spoke^ to the 
memory of each recurred the spring night far away 
in Bffhc'iiuiL, when the niddy gleam of the gipsy-fires 
had shone through the aisles of the pine woods, and 
when fxoKtL the slumbezing passions written on his 
hrow she had made sure prophecy of all which, when 
they should awaken, would scorch and devastate 
his life. Uer hand closed on his aroL in a grasp 
•wMcsk he ooiild not have shaken from him withoot 
violence, while her eyes dwelt on kini where he stood 
in the gloom, and studied his face with the same fixed, 
dreamy gaae with whidi she had looked en him then : 
a look whicli haJ much of compassion. 

I have BO future, but one waits for you; you 
most reap aa yon have sown ; yoa mnsft gather the 
harvest, and eat of the fmit of your past It is the 
inexorable law I The pa-st has been wTougiit by your 
own hand; but the future wOl eaei^ yon. Yon 
will seek to bmld anew^ and lol the cnrse of the dead 
sill will rest on your work, and the structure will 
crumbk, falling to ashes as it reaches its fairest. 
The sin of the guilty has been avenged, but the sin 
to the iuuoceut will never be washed away. You 
will be great and powerful, and success will go with 
yon, and ibme; but the blood-stain will be en your 
hand for ever, and whoi yon have made atonement, 
behold it will be seized in your grasp^ and through 
yon will die guiltless be menaoedr' 
The words m he^ Czesdien tongue fell sk>w ly and 
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melodioosly in the sileiice In hier moomfnl and mono- 
tonoQS redtaiion, wlifle her ey«s dwelt en his face 
with their vague, fathomless gaze. Her hand dropped 
from his aim aad left him free. 

*^Jjt the fntnie 70a will remember the worda of 
RedL'm[)ta. We shall meet no more. Farewell !" 

biie turned from him, and, with the swift, noiseless 
movement peculiar to h^ triboi was lost in the veiling 
shadows of the night. He stood motionless where 
she had left him, in the dull, grey light as the moon 
passed behind the ckuds of the east Again at her 
words ran a gbasdy ddn, as at the tonch of ste^ m s 

vital wound; fruin their prophecv tli;in from 

their tmth ; the future stretched beibre lum^ dark- 
ened for all txaMf hj the shadow of remembered guilt 
His hand might pioneer his road to power, and reap 
him honour in the sight of men, but there for ever 
m it must rest the stain of mnooent blood. His life 
might pass onwards in the fnlness. of years and the 
ripeness of trium])]i, but there for ever at its core 
must lie the corse ot an inexpiable act. 

Never to lose it, ever to bear it through all the 
years to come, that burden of life taken, never to be 
restored ; of sin 'vsTought, never to be undone ! Veiled 
in the mist of hidden yean^ who knew what goiltless 
life that guilt might strike! who knew what retribu- 
tion might be coiled and waiting to take its vengeance 
for the unforgotten crime I who knew where the 
after-haarvest of kis passioiis might be reaped acnd 
garnered? 
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The f ature I the foture I He had said in his soul, 
^ vengeance to the living, bat to tihe dead, atonement.'* 

Standing there beside the grave of liim whom he 
had slain, while the words of the prophecy echoed in 
his ear, the phantoms of the years to come seemed to 
rise and swarm about him, and rend, and tear, and 
shatter from his hands the work of Expiation. 

That niglit the Seine wonnd slowly and darkly 
through the open cuuntr\' and under the pale, clear 
Stars, and among the hch glades of woodland, to- 
wards the city, there to grow black and sullen beneath 
the arclies of dim-lit bridges, and to wash the low 
walls of the dreary Morgue, and to see the yellow 
candle faintly burning above the iron cradle of the 
Enfans Tronv^, and the thoosand lights gleaming 
bright along the palace fa9ade of the Tuileries. 

And where the river was still clear, and cool, and 
fresh, ere it had reached the evil heat and brooding 
sliadows of the citj , where green leaves still swayed 
into its water, and in its depths the starlight gleamed, 
where its darkness was still repose, and its silence 
holy, a human form hovered on its brink, bending 
wearily towards the tranquil gliding waters, where the 
water-lily floated, and the hush of night seemed 
visibly to rest. 

It was so cool, so serene, so peaceful : to lie there 
lulled to dreamy death by the cadence of its ebb and 
flow, and know no more the passionate pain, the 
breathless tumult, the vain despaur, and the unending 
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bitterness of life, were ibis not wisdom, oh 70U who 
suffer! 

It looked so to her ; for her soul was weary of its 
travail, and her heart was fain to be at rest. She 
looked far across the dark and silent conntrjr, where 
no living thing stirred, and upward to the stars, whose 
white light fell upon her deep and melancholy eyes : 
her hands were pressed npon her bosom, and her lips 
moved in faint, broken words : 

" I have avenged thee. What have I more to do 
withUfer* 

Her head drooped npon her breast, and she leaned 

nearer and nearer towards the waters, where the quiet 
stai's were shining, and the pale lilies sloA\'ly floating 
in their shroud of leaves, where were obUvion, and 
peace, and death ; and in the silence she listened to 
the tranquil murmuring of the tide. And as she thus 
leaned nearer and nearer yet towards that cool and 
restful placey in her weary eyes shone the gleam of 
unshed tears, and in her face a new light came as on 
the face of one who^ having been long imprisoned in 
the loneliness of exile^ beholds escape at last^ and 

liberty and rest. 

From her pai^ted lips a whisper stole, broken and 
yearning, on the hush of night : 

"My love I my love ! I come I" 

And in the silence there was the dull moan of 
severed waters, and the troubled hlies trembled on 
the river^s breast: then, with a sighing sound, the 
wind 8^vcpt over them, and all was still. 

The waters flowed npon their changeless course. 

VOL. II. N 
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Through the 



ler ni^t the river wound Its 



way nnder the radiance of the stars, and bore her 
with it more ^ntly than life, more tenderly than 
Human hands. The waten rij^iled on witii liqnid 
munnnry and the dead body of the Bohemian 

floated down the stream in its serene and solemn 
rest, iidding repose at last after the heat and travail, 
the passion and the pain, o£ many yeacs. To her 
Tintaiifrht, unfettered soul, love had been God, and 
vengeance, Duty; and death was rans(Hn justly won, 
after a mission justly wrought; death in her wild, 
instinctiYe, barbaric creed was sure reonion with him 
for whom she had suffered and been sacrificed, and to 
whom her life had been unceasingly consecrated even 
to the last, if erring in its revenge, y^ heroic in its 
mai'tvrdom. 

Tiie waters bore her onwards slowly, softly, as 
merciful hands bear the hier <^ the dead; now in the 
oool shadow of tlie leaves, now in the dear sheen of 
midnight planets, while on her uptm^ned brow and her 
closed eyes tiie mo(mlight shone with fair and peaceful 
gkam, and in her dark, floating hair the stainless 
lilies wound, and through the hush of night the winds 
gently breathed over the surface of the waters, which 
murmured low about her as though in pitying 
wliis2)er : 

<<Kest in peace, O human soul! And judge her 
not for sin which had its root in bve, you great and 
countless criminals upon earth, whose lust is avarice, 

and whose god is self.'' 
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CHAPTER XYL 

AFTEB liONO TEARS. 

A SXJI/CBT night brooded over London, dose and 
atifling in tihe dusty, crowded streets, &ir and pure 

above-head, where the stars shone over the leaden 
xoof 8 and the fretted pinnacles of the great Abbej> 
ijver the tiiron^ng carriages roIHng tiiroQ^ llie mid- 
night, and the bhick river, with its spectral mists 
rismg against the sky. It was a^hot^ oppressive nighty 
wilih heavy stonn-doiids drifting to tiie westward^ 
and every now and then a far-off roll of thunder 
faintly echoing ; and outside the walls of St. Stephen's 
men thxooged, talking^agerly, and avaridons U news, 
and waitioig to learn the fate of the existent Cabinet ; 
for in the political horizon, as in the summer skies, a 
stofrm theatened darkly, and 1^ kingdom had thrilled 
wilh 1^6 first ondnous echoes. And lihey surged and 
s\Yavo(l filled all the crooked streets round about, 
and were newly fed by fresh arrivals^ and talked 

n2 
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thIntOy in busy groups, some anxious-eyed and wilJi 

pale, eager faces ; for the Ministry was unpopular, 
and on the issue of the night there rested not alone 
the question of lesignation^ but the question of war 
or peace, in whose balance the Ood of Gold hung 
treuibling. 

Within the walls the heat was heavier^ the crowd 
more dense, for many peers had come down to their 
seats beneath the clock, and the galleries were 
crammed ; the import of the night was widely known^ 
and the attack upon the Ministiy from the most di»- 
tinguished leader of the Opposition caiTied with it 
all the aspirations of his great party, and was keenly 
dreaded by his adversaries then in office* 

For he was essentially a great Statesman. IBs 
genius was emphatically the genius of Power. In 
classic ages he would have been either a tyrant as 
Pisistratus, or an intriguer as Themistocles; a ruler 
iis Ca3sar, or a conspirator as Catiline ; what he 
grasped, how lie u rasped, mattered nothing to him, 
so that he had Ins hand on iron reins, so that he had 
his foot on bended necks. The subtle ruses, the 
unscrupulous finesse^ the imperious command^ the 
absolute dominance of power, these were what he 
loved ; and what he wielded, for his mind was one of 
those which are fonned to rule, and before which the 
mass of minds involuntarily stoops suppliant. In his 
age and in his country, his ambition was perforce 
chained within bounds, and he conld not be that 
which he would have been in a nation or a century 
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where such governance miglit have been grasped — an 

irresponsible and despotic riilerj recognising no limits 
to his sway, and reigning by the sheer strength of 
a will of steely and of an intellect which would have 
raised his people into greatness and dominance abroad, 
and would have permitted no rebellious hint against 
his fial hue* This, drcnmstance and nationality for- 
bade to him ; bat the character and the g^ns which 
could have made him this, made him in the liighest 
sense a great and successful politician. A profound 
master of statecraft, ftn astute reader of men, a 
skilled orator as well by the closeness of his logic as 
by mere rhetorical grace, compreiiending to the utter- 
most the truth of the trite byword are est eelare 
ariem ; never for one instant irritated into abandon* 
ment of the suave courtly dignity which did much to 
fascinate men to hb will, and with that proud dis- 
dain of wealth, of empt}' place, of childish honours, 
which gave to his career a lofty and unsullied renown 
— he who in his youth had desired Ago and Power, 
now, approaching to the one, and having attained to 
the other, found ambition ridily ripened to fruition, 
and exercised over the minds of men a sway wide 
and acknowledged, a fascination resistless and domi- 
nant. 

As he rose at midnight in the hot, close stillness, 
all eyes turned on him, and the cheers which 
thundered his welcome echoed loud and lon^ then 
died away, leaving a 'silence in which the fall of a 
pin would have been heard, had one dropped from * 
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the latdoe-woEky behind which won seated th» faizest 

and proudest women of the two ^rreat political parties. 
The dead hush reigned through the Lower Chamber, 
80 that no syllaUe of the opening watda abmld be 
lost, as *npon the air lell the first clear, diiD^ mefe- 
dioos tones of hia voice, which in invectiTe wae ever 
tcanqni], in oonunand ever caim,. in dannndatioB ew 
comrtly, but whose wiadi scathed keen as steely whose 
mockeiy pitilessly Tsithered all it touched, aiui whose 
dreaded sneer spared neither friend nor foe. 

He stood in the full light,*one hand m his braart^ 
the other slightly outstretched ; on his face a certain 
melancholy repose, a tranquil and haughty power ; in 
his eyes the swift lig^ nHuch swept tiie House like 
an eagle's glance ; on his Ups the slight mile that his 
opponents dreaded ; while the lucid, classic, I'esistless 
flow of his oratoiy rolled on, cahn, poHshed, subdued^ 
as suited an andience he had long studied, never 
losing its dignity, while it rose to denunciation, hold- 
ing ia passion, while it lashed with scorn, f ascmating 
ihe ear by the mdiodions mnoe of voices while it 
scathed with delicate irony, or rose to stately and 
measured rehuke. 

He flpoke long and with a masterly eloquence ; Us 
speech was an analysis and attack of a measore of tbe 
existing Government, obnoxious at home and preg- 
nant with offence abroad. Loud and rq>eated cheers 
thnndered throng the Chamber as his keen logic 
mercilessly dissectud the weak and ;n erinij policies 
of the Ministry, and his brilliant argument cleft 
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down their barriers of defence and rent asunder tbeir 
sephifltrieft of rhetoiii^ as the mrard cl Sfllftdm cat 
its way alike through iron casque and veil of gauze. 

When he resmned hia seat the victory of bis party 
was yirtually won, and one tiie moat marked 
triompha which had mtfeended a eon^mioa^ success- 
ful career had been achieved: a tottering govem- 
m^it, already jeopardked by its own unprndenee^ 
and unpopular with press and people, had been 
shaken by an attack to which it conld oppose but 
feeble reply and futile defence^ and it wa& widely 
wliiqpmd that the Mmislay mnst resigii on the 
inorrow. 

Since tlie great speeches of Sheridan and Canning, 
few had created so keen an ezdteraent, few wd^ted 
so markedly the balance of parties, few thrilkd the 

House so profoundly with the breathlessness of a 
gladiatoriaL contest, the heat of a close struggle^ 
the grandeor of a great cwiquest As he Ic^ the 
Lobby afterwards his name was on every ton>_!;ue, and 
while the proud tranquillity of his features and of his 
manners was unmMed, and he passed from the scene 
of a supreme conflict with the easy neglif^ence of 
his habitual air, unmoved to excitement or to exultar 
tioi^ in his ^es Reamed an hnperioiis rejoicing 
light under ihenr drooping lids, and they glittered 
dark with a grand triumph ; for tliis man's god was 
Power, tlie essence of his life, the goal of his ambition^ 
the idol of his creed. 

« 

As he passed out from the Commons to his night 
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broaghaniy the mnltatiides gathered outside (amongst 

whom had been spread swiftly as wild-fire the news 
that the Ministr}^ had been defeated on their un- 
popular meaBure, and the countiy been saved from 
the iiijk uf a needless war by tliu issue of that meat 
Field-night) recognised in the gaslights the grace of 
carnage and the haughty features of the well-knoi/m 
member, and pressing forwards by one impulse to 
view him more closely, broke by one impulse also, 
into a long, loud shout of salutation, which rang 
throagh the sultry air of the late night, quelling in 
its own thunder the distant roll of the rising storm. 
It was Titan homage, rendered with the spontaneity 
of academic applause^ and the hoarse roar with 
which the masses hurl out their gratitude and 
welcome, grim, wild, half barbaric, yet grand in 
its deafening echo and intoxicating in its enthusiasm, 
like every proclamation of the people, which in the 
Leader of the Hour recognises the virtual Sovereign 
of the Land. 

He whom they thus saluted passed through them, 

bowing slightly on either side in ;if knowledf^ment, with 
dignity and courtesy j he held the imperious patri- 
cian code of his Norman rac^ he was an Optimate to 
ihe core, and the plaudits of the Populares were 
almost as indifferent to liim, almost as disdained by 
him, as their censure ; he had much of the despot, he 
had nothing of the demagogue. But in those cheers 
echoed the homage which multitudes yield to a single 
dominant intellect; in that welcome rang the acclar 
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mations which greet and confirai commflad; in that . 
hnman thunder, which ontpealed tlie thunder of the 

sides, his sway was ratified by the nation ; and as his 
glance swept over the people^ and he passed down 
Hie narrow path, left him, lined by eager crowds, the 

Statesman's pulse quicl^ened and beat liiglier, and llio 
lustre of Ills eyes glebed darker with their scornful 
triumph ; Strathmore tasted to its full sweetness the 
one lust of his soul — ^Poweb. 

O strange unequal portioner called Life I imjust 
are its awards and inscrutable its decrees. 

The murdered man, who when the summer sun 
had sunk to rest, had been hurled into his gravCi 
guiltless of all crime save of a too loyal fiiendship, 
lay rotting in a foreign land, forgotten from the day 
when the seal had been set on his sepulchre, by a 
world which has no tune to count its lost. 

And his destroyer lived, high in honour amidst 



Digitized by Google 



186 



CHAPTER XVn. 

THE PILOBIMAOS OF EXPIATHIN. 

A BCXFSf flBcen^ ridilj-tuitedi picture fairer tliaa 
a duraglil ci Lancret^e^ more golden and tranquil 

than a dream of Claude's, since one hour of sun- 
light on one strelch of mossy one fraife4adai boo;^ 
one changeful brook^ ontdiineB and baffles l^e best 

that we, Yuiii }jaiLiters of nature, can ever catch of 
her glorious loveliness on canvas or palette. Who 
knows this better than the Masters of the Art? 

The setting snn shone on the oriel casements of an 
antique iv}-covcred Elizabethan mansion, and stream- 
ing through the unclosed door of an old stone waD^ 
ripened to gold the fruit of an orchard, whose 
branches nodded tlirough tlie opening. Far away 
to the west, wide, calm, limitless, stretched the great 
ocean, the gleam of the light falling on the white sail 
of some fisher boat in the offing. Jkj unci the tangled 
leaves of treeS| shone the glisten of wet sands and the 
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red bodden of the rocks. In the »lence there was 

no sound but of the bii'ds' last nesfr-songs, and of the 
murmuring seas; and under the shelter of dense 
bonghsy diuttiag oat the sanj was s i^adowy aolitadei 
where nothing came save the fragrance of countless 
flowers^ and nothing was seen save the silent sunlit 
bay, when tiie aixdiing brandies parted to show the 
sheen of sand and sea. It was a home fit for Undmey 
here in the shadow of the leaves, the earth covered 
with the d^cate bells of heath, the foliage Med with 
the soft movement and music of young tnrda^ the 
blue waters gleaming through the spaces of the 
boughs, the silence but the more serene for the luU- 
ing eadence of the sein; and she to whom it was 
consecrated might well have been sketched as Un- 
dine, where siie sat, with her head shghtly drooped 
and her lips shortly parted. For she was in the 
earliest years of opening yonth, and of a lovi^iness 
ethereal, poetic, such as Dante may have prefigured 
amidst the angel shadows of the Paradiso^ cx Guido 
Beni have beheld flit through the heaven of his 
visionary thoughts, too pure, too fair, for the artist 
to transfer to grosser colouring. 

Both poet and painter would have loved that f ao^ 
bat neither could have made it imperishable on writ- 
ten vellum or on tinted canvas ; it could no more have 
been imprisoned to such transcript than the blush on 
tiiie heath-bdls, than the smile on the seas, than the 
fugitive play of the sunli^iit. It had a beauty beyond 
wordsy beyond Art* 
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The brow was low and broad, the skm delicate as 

a white rose-leaf, with the faint flush on the cheeks 
beautifully fitful ; the eyes large, dark, shadowed by 
tbeir lashes till theur violet depths looked black. But 
what lay beyond poet to plirasc, or artist to produce, 
were not these, but were the spirituality of the whole 
face yagaelj suggestive of too early death, utterly 
above all grosser passion, all meaner thought of earth, 
and the touching and nameless contrast of the sunny 
joyous smile upon the lips with the fathomless sadness 
of the eyes, of the grace and radiance of childhood 
with the ethereal melancholy of the features in re- 
pose. It was a loveliness like that of the delicate 
tropic flower which blooms but to perish in all its 
early beauty ; too fragile for the storms and darkness 
of night, too soilless to wither on earth. She sat there, 
with the shadow of the thick leaves above her, and 
around her the melody of the ocean, the music of the 
birds, and the dreamy hum of bees deep down in the 
chalice of flowers. 

And one unseen, as he stood and watched her, was 
never weary of irazing on that delicate picture, though 
it had been familiar to him fcom his childhood. He 
was a youth of two*and-twenty, tall, lidie, of a 
thorough Saxon beauty, with his bright fearless faoe^ 
his bold blue eyes, his tawny hair, yet he did not suit 
that scene; he was out of harmony with it, and he 
broke its spell, even as he broke that of her thoughts, 
as he put aside the boughs and bent towards her very 
gently : 
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^< Lndlle I where are your dieams 1" 

She started a little, and looked up at him with a 
glad smile. 

Nello 1 1 banished you ; is this the way you obey I 
Look I how yoa frighten the birds and trample the 
heath." 

Lionel Caryll looked sad and repentant as the 
singers flew from him with a rapid whirr of their 
wings, and he glanced down on the trodden bells. 

" Oh, Lucille, I am sorxy 1 But surely you love 
me something better than you do those birds and 
those flowers ? The^ feel no pain I 

"I think they do," she said, musingly. "Look 
how birds' eyes grow wild and piteous when you go 
near their nests, and how they droop and pine if they 
lose the one they love ; and look how the flowers fade 
when they are taken from the sun, and wither slowly 
when ihey are torn away to die under the pressure 
of your hand. Ah I I cannot bear to see a flower 
crushed or broken, Nello. We cannot tell what it 
may suffer.'' 

Her eyes grow humid and earnest in their dark 

depths, for the ruling power of her nature, as its fatal 
dauger, was a deep and infinite tenderness, . a too 
keen and too early susceptibiHty. Young Caryll did 
not understand her, he did not even follow the thread 
of her thoughts ; in the long years they had spent 
together, the poetic and profound mind of the child 
had alwa3r8 been above and beyond the bo/s compre- 
hension ; they were so now, but now, as then, he felt 
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for all she did and said a tender and r ery e te nt loye, as 

for something at once too holy and too fragile iur his 
rougher hands. 

^WIk) could hurt what yon plead for, Lnciller' 
he said fondly. ^ Bat if jcm give so nmch compaa- 
sion to your flowers and birds, give a little to me." 

Shekn^joyoudy: 

"Pity youj KeiQo I What pity do yon want f Yoa 

are iis happy as I am ! Why, Nello, you are suusiiine 
itself]" 

The yoong man's bright face laughed snnnily in 
answer: it was the tmlJi, his nature and his life were 
both shadowless. 

Yes^ bat pity me for seeing that the song-birds 
and the heaths are both dearer to you than 1 1 True 
they suit you better, Lucille ; they are poetic and 
deHcate^ and I ax^ osiihac ; but they caamot lore you 
sowcUr 

In the half-laughing words, in the half-boyisli 
appeal, tliere was^ almost unknown to h^s^lj^ an 
inflection of jealous pain, of toudiing humility, whidi 
sfcroek on his Kstenw^s ear with some vague sense 
that she unwittingly had wounded him, though how 
idle knew not. With caressing grace she stiooped 
towards him, wheie he lay at her feet, and pushed 
back the tanijled hair from his forehead, 

^Jdy own dear Kelio, I know that! Gonld you 
think I nmk those tihii^ before you f Forahamel 
I thought you knew better liow I loved you !" 

Far the playmate and companion of her childhood 
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was -my dear to her, and it wis «ii impulse with her 

to soothe all pain, from tlie flutter of a frightened 
bird to the sorrow of a kuuuui heart; and Lionel 
Oaiyll gaased upiwaid willi aa eager pkasme in his 
eyes, while his lips were mute: it was the revwent 
and breathless gaze of the young devotee at the 
beanty of a MarionTMi or a ViviaPerpetiia, the beauty 
which is too sacred in his sight to waken pasdoii) 
or be profaned by aught save a holy worship. 

He lose wilii a smothered si^ as he recollected the 
object of his enand, for he wmdd gladly Iwve stayed 
here till the inoon rose, with mumiur of the sea in 
his ear and the hand of Lucille softly playing with 
his hair, in the familiar affection which £com her 
infancy she had shown to, and received froro^ one 
whom she called her brother* 

'^^LuciUe^ Lord Cecil is her^^ came to tell yon." 

«Here!" 

''Yes, he lins come down for part of the Easter 
recess ; only a day or two^ for he is going to Osborne. 
He bade me fetch yoa to him.** 

Ere the words were spoken she had sprung to her 
feet, dropping the Vita Nuova she was reading, and 
the f eadieiy seaweeds which had lain on her lap, to 
the ground, and had left him, lightly and swifliy as 
the flight of a wild. bird. 

Lionel Caryll stood in the shadow of the leaves, 
loc^dng after her. From hb eailiest years, when 
the young child, orplmned and desolate and un- 
conscious in her glad infanqr of her own fate, had 
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first come to Silver-rest, he had been careful of lier 
every step, jealous of her eveiy smile ; he had fol- 
lowed her like a spaniel and tended her like a woman^ 
and risked his life and limb many a time to bring her 
down <ome sea-bird's egg, some flower from the cliffs^ 
some treasure from the waves. 

Lucille loved him very fondly, for this child's 
whole life and nature were tenderness ; but the boy 
had always felt 'what he felt now, that two stood 
before him in her heart — the dead, whose name she 
cherished with a reverence which was almost a religion, 
and the one whom she and the world knew as her 
guardian. 

In the deep embrasure of one of the windows sat a 
man, with a staghound at his feet, and his face in 
shadow, as Bembrandt or Yeksqnez painted the faces 
of the statesmen and conspirators who sought tlieir 
canvas, to whose portraits, indeed, he bore a strange 
and striking resembkne^ for Strathmoie with the 
flight of years had altered Htde. The darker traits 
were more traceable, the better less so ; for in the 
human f ace^ bs in the picture^ with time the shadows 
deepen and the lights grow fainter. The eyes were 
more searcliin£r, the brow more powerful, the features 
colder and more inscrutable still. Otherwise there 
was but Utde change save this, that whereas before, 
the character of his face had been suggestive of evil 
passions, donnant and not yet called into play, it now 
bore the shadow of them from the past, the trace of 
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fires which had burned to ashes, scorching as thej 
died. 

Strathmore, who was God and Law unto himself, 
had moulded his life with an iron hand, although on 
that hand was the stain of crime. Submerged for 
awhile under the surge of passion, the ambition which 
had been drowned under a woman's love had returned 
to him ; a diplomatic career he had abandoned for 
pul)]!( life at home, and lie had reared himself from 
the tires of past crimes to follow one road — ^Power. 
Eminence in statecraft, his astute, subtle, and masterly 
intellect was formed to attain and wield. Under his 
chill and withering eloquence parties writhed; before 
his courdy and poignant wit opponents cowered ; be- 
neath the dominance of his will, wavering adherents 
bowed; and before the silent and profound mind of 
the successful politician men felt abashed, discomfited, 
yet governed despite themselves. 

Strathmore was groat in many things — in his genius, 
in liis endurance, in his power, in his arrogance ; and 
he had that veiled yet astute will which bends that of 
.ill others to its bidding, and governs the minds of 
men by a resistless, though not seldom an evil, fasci- 
nation to its sway. To trample out the memories of 
the past by ' dissipation was impossible to the man 
whose intellect was masterly, and who had rioted in 
the drunkenness of guilt ; the revel of orgies was dis- 
tasteful, the pursuit of licentiousness was contemptible 
to him. Forgetfiilness he sought otherwise, under the 
iron tramp of mailed ambitious ; or rather, to speak 
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more tnilj, forgetfulness he did not court, as weaker 
men would do; but as he had kept the mad love 

which had betrayed him before him, to be avenged 
brutally and rathlessly, so he kept the crime which 
had stained his soul, to be atoned for as though 
destiny lay in his hands, so he kept the blood-stain on 
the statue of his Life, to be ^rrought out by his own 
hand in a^r work. For Strathmorei though the 
pride of his nature had been smitten to the dust, and 
though he had reeled and fallen under passion, liad 
refused to gather warning from the past, but held it 
still his to mete out fate to himself and others, as 

thouii-li he were not man but deitv. 

Tlie sunlight played without, among the leaves 
while the ocean broke upon the sunny sands, and 
he sat there in the ^adow: on his face was the 
lo(^ of a weary and hopeless melancholy, which 
never wholly passed away, for the soul of this man, 
if merciless to others, was not less so to himself; 
in spirit he scourged himself for the lives wliich 
rested on his, as loathingly as ever Carmehte or Bene- 
dictine scourged the body for its sins, and whilst 
before men's sight his life was cold, unrufiBed, brilliant, 
and his " path strewn with the purples " of fame and 
of power, there were dark hours in his solitude, of 
remorse, of anguish, of unutterable horror, when 
the great and fallen nature wrestled with itself, and 
struggled m its agony nearer to Qod's light For 
rej^enfysm^ is a word by a thou8and-*f old too faint to 
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niter that Tnth which Strathmore looked back upon 

the past — looked back upon the homicide guiltier than 
Cain's. 

Suddenly, where he sat in the embrasore^ a shadow 
fell athwart the sanshine without, and raising his 

eyes he saw the young life which was freiglited with 
his venture of atonement. She stood there in the full 
golden light, which fell on her fair and shining hair ; 

on her eyes, dark as the violet skies of night, and full 
of their mournful earnestness ; on her lips, which 
wore the sunny and tender smile of the long-dead, 
radiant with welcoming joy while words were mute ; 
words could not have spoken half so well I 
« Lucille I" 

He rose, and she sprang towards him, lifting her fair 

young face to his gaze, w^hile he stooped and kissed her 
brow ^vith his accustomed caress, which she received 
as a child her fathei^s. Her hands closed on his 
softly and caressingly, her lips were tremulous, her 
eyes, loving in their earnestness, looked up to his 
wizmingly, beseechingly : 

^ Ah ! you are come at last ; you have been so 
long away !" 

"*So longT You have watched for me, then?" 
My heart watches for you always !" 

He smiled ; her answer gave him pleasure. Long 
years before he had set his will to fasten the love and 
gratitude of this young life upon himself, and every 
assurance of them were dear to him, for they were 

02 
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tbe aasttnaioe of bis folfilmeot of Enoirs trust, of 
liis stonement tluough tlie fiving to the dead. 

"Anil voii are happr, Lucillof he asked her. 

She laii:3}ie<l the soft, hjw iau^'h of lier Still iinger- 
ing childhood, in which pain had been a thing un- 
known, to which SQROW had been a mjBtefy ever 
veiled. 

^ Yon ask me that bo often I ^Happj I * All mj 
Hfe IB happmess. I cannot even fancy grief. I tiy 
sometimes, and I cannot.'' 

« Tbaak GkKl ^ 

The words were flpoken low and heartfelt, and he 

shaded his eyes with his hand as he gazed down on 
her, while over the coldness of his face stole a 
warmth and a softness whidi never came there save 
when he looked on her. Her dngnlar and poetic 
loveiine.-s, as she stood before liim in the mellow sun- 
light, with her dark eyes uplifted in their beseeching 
beauty, stmck on him ; he saw for the first tone that 
she was passinjr out of childhood. 

" You are changed, Lucille," he said, as she threw 
herself at his feet, where he sat, in that graceful and 
trustful abandon which was as natural to her now as 
when she had first come caresiiingly to his side on 
the searshore; for this opening life had been left 
free, pure, untrammelled by art or bondage, as any of 
the white-winged birds which spent their summer 
days above the waves. 

She looked up incredtdons and amused : 
Changed ? How can I be in six months ?" 
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Six motitlis IB six. years at jowc age ; the passage 
from childhood to womanhood is Tery hiief ; crossed 

sometimes in a niglit, sometimes in an hourl" 

Is it ? Bat / have not crossed it.'' 
^ No^ and I do not wish that yon should." 
She lifted her eyes to his, full of that appealing 
earnestness which gave them so strange a sadness^ so 
touching a beauty. 

No more do I. When time rolls on, the shadows 
deepen across the dial lu the orchard, and the sands 
of the shore so they say they do in life. Is it true^ 
Lord CecO r 

" Fatally true, my child." 
bhe shuddered slightly : 

^ Ah I and that is why I wish mine could rest for 

ever where it is. I am so happy, and I di'ead the 
shadow ! In shade the flowers die, you know^ killed 
by the darkness and thirsting for the sun; so 
should 1." 

"Hush, hush, Lucille!" he said, passionately, as 
he drew her towards him, where she sat at his feet. 
<^<Dread!* ^Darknesst' What have they to do 
with you? Neither shall e^-er loucli you. Your 
future is my care ; think of it as what it will be, sJuill 
he, as fair and cloudless as your past and present. 
No shadow shall ever fall on you I " 

" Not under your shelter I ** 

And as she spoke gratefully and caressingly^ the 
smile was on her face which still smote him as with 
steel, and she bent towai'ds him with that tender and 
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trustful grace natural to ber from her .earliest in- 
fancy: she loved the hand which fostered her — the 

hand stained with her father's blood. 

The human life which the last words of the man 
he loved had bequeathed to him in trust, was dear to 
Stratlimore as thu dead had once been ; and when re- 
morse had struck prostrate the granite of his nature, in 
the chasm lef t^ this single softness had been sown and 
taken root ; even as on the chill and isolated moim- 
tains ice-covei'^ and uiaccessible, de<.'|) dnwn in some 
cleft and hidden rent, lives some delicate blue alpine 
flower. Begotten of remorse, bom of a thirst for 
atonement, and fostered by a passionate, ahnost a 
morbid, craving to fulfil to the uttermost ErroU's 
latest bidding, his tenderness for Lucille had become 
the one holy and unselfish thing in a heart to wluch 
the gentler and purer feelings of human nature and 
of human ties were by nature alien. 

Strathmore^s haughty and sin-stained soul hung on 
this young and fragile girlhood for its single chance 
and power of atonement* It was not she for whom 
he cared ; it was the dead. Had the last words of the 
man lie had wronged and hurled from earth, con- 
demned him to endless self-chastisement, or self-sacri- 
fice^ he would have obeyed them equally, nor spared 
himself one iota of their enjoined torture. Pitiless 
to others, I say he was not Icbs pitiless to himself ; 
his lif^ stained with great crimes, was riven with a 
great remorse; his nature was like those lofty and 
darkened ones which first filled the cells of Clairvaux 
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and the ranks of Loyola; natures passion-stained 
and crime-steeped, but which, even as ihey had 

spared none in their goilt, spared not themselves in 
their expiation. 

The tmst bequeathed Mm, and bonnd upon him, 
by the Aveiglit of the two lives which liis act had 
struck from earth, he f;ilfilled sacredly. His hand 
had orphaned her, but his hand sh^tered her, and 
was prodigal in the wealth, and care, and luxury with 
whieh it surrounded her; it seemed to Strathmore as 
though thus, and thus alone^ could he atone to him 
who had given her life. In his mother^s home she 
had grown from mfancy to early youth, luadly nnr- 
tured^ and trained to know that it was from him as 
her guardian that she received all which made her 
youu^ years so joyous. Those to whom her educa- 
tion was entinisted he forbade to use any laws with 
her save those of gentleness, and directed to surronnd 
her with all tenderness, to shield her from every touch 
of ])aiii or harsluiess, njul to indulge licr iu all things. 
He was scrupulously obeyed^ and the result miglit 
have been to nuiny natures dangerous ; with Lucille, 
the inherent charact^ was too loving and too sweet 
to be thus harmed, to do aught but expand to all 
its richest luxuriance, its purest delicacy, in the con- 
stant sunlight in which it . grew, though, as the hot- 
huubc flower is rendered unfit for the cold winds 
without by the warmth which surrounds it, so might 
this nature be for the harsh conflicts of life. But, 
then, these she was never to know — from these she 
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would be sheltered, as tlie exotic is^ tlu-uugli tlie wliuic 
of its brief and radiant life. 

In pursnaDce of EnoU's desire^ he trained himself 
to speak to this child often and calmly of her father, 
as of out', lost and dear to him as to herself, until 
Lucille held| inseparably interwoven and beloved in 
her memory, the dead, and the living to whom the 
dead iiaii bequeathed her, and who filled his place. 
It had been hard to say which were the dearer to her, 
the ideal of her father which she cherished, or the love 
for Strathmore which grew with lier growth. No in- 
stinct had made her shrink in infancy from the hand 
which was stained with her f ather^s blood ; no pre- 
science now warned her that he who fostered her 
was iier father s foe. All her joy, all her gifts, came 
from him ; for her, his eyes were ever softened, his 
voice was ever gentle ; the distant vi^ts he paid her 
were sealed with gold in her hfe, radiating every day 
they graced with a glory ever missed in his absence. 
And thus ErroU's young child grew up in her grace- 
ful loveliness, her happy innocence^ with no shadow 
allowed to fall on her from tlic dark tragedy which had 
orphaned her almost from her birth, but with a deep 
and reverent love for him, between whom and herself, 
had she known the truth hid from her, there would 
have yawned a hideous and impassable gulf, there 
would have stretched a fell abyss of crime which 
wouk\ have made her shrink rruiii every touch of his 
hand, shudder from every caress of his lips. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

THE CABINET MINISTER. 

A KNOT of lords and ge&tleiiien^ diploniatists and 
minifiterS) were grouped together in the ante-room at 

St. James's, after attending a Lev^e — the last of tlie 
season— chatting while awaiting a chance of getting 
to their carriages through the crowd, where torn 
shoulder-knots, trampled epaulettes, the debris of 
gold lace, fragments of bullion, broken plumes, or 
shreds of order ribbons, bore witness to the severity 
of the conflict, which is a portion of the ceremonial 
attendant on the Gennanised Court of England. 

But Y gained so much by the Schonbmn 

Treaty; he is far too exigeant," said the French 
Ambassador, alluding to the subject under discussion, 
which was the aggression of a petty Duke, who 
might chance to embroil Western Europe ; European 
tempestsv not seldom being brewed in a LiHputian 
teacup. 
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^^Bat Others gauied, too, by tke treatyy** suggested 

an English Mimster, and grapes shared are poisoned 
to most gatherers. With a whole bunch to ourselves, 
we grudge the broken stalk that we leave behind." 

Hein ! ^eBt mm ! " laughed a Prussian Statesman, 
ap}>l}iiig himself to his tabati^re. "Still if he were 
decently wise he would be content," 

^^Is it wise to be content smiled the English 
Minister ; and his smile was cold and ironic. " What 
duller atmosphere possible than Contentment A 
satisfied man has nothing to desir^ or contest ; 
he is a mould-grown carp in stagnant waters ** 

"Which are the quietest," added the Prussian, 
who had too much slow Teuton blood in him not to 

relish " stagnant waters." " I suppose V thinks 

with you, or he w ould never thrust forth such claims ; 
he knows the ifederatiou will never acknowledge 
them." 

"But they will foment disturbance; they will 
draw the eyes of Europe on him for half a dozen 
months, and many would rather be decorated like 
Midas, than move unnoticed and imknown in 

aecretan Iter et fallentis semito vita,** 

said the English Statesman, with a contemptuous 

laugh, cold, slight, and clear. 

"Et puis," said the Ambassador, with a slight 
shrug; ^Hhe opportunity was tempting. Man was 
created a dishonest animal, and policy and civilisation 

have raised the instinct to a science." 
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And what he seeks now. is for ' Patriotism*' 

Let none of us forget that. 'Pro Patria' is so 
admirable a plunder-cry; I don't know a better^ 
unless it be ^Pro Beo,"' smiled the Englishman, 
whose own eri de guerre was^ with but little disguise^ 
<^ Pro Ego." 

Standing at a little distance, wedged in by the 
titled and decorated mob, a man looked at him as 

he spoke ; the words were inaucUbic ^vhere the other 
stood, but the smile he saw and knew of old, he had 
seen it on his lips when the sun sank down beyond 
the purple shroud of mist, seen it as the duellist 
stooped to watch the daik blood slowly trailing 
through the grasses, with the passionate and cruel 
Inst which branded him assassin. Raoiil de Yaldor 
had long forgot that hour, from tlie indifference of 
custom to a life so taken, and by loug years passed in 
a fashionable whirl. At the time it had chilled and 
revolted him from the man who, with dehberate pur- 
pose, liad slain his friend with the unerring iiim and 
greed with which a tiger darts upon his prey, insatiate 
to destroy and indifferent to destruction. But their 
intercourse had remained the same, and the remem- 
brance had drifted into the mist of long past things. 
It rarely recurred to him, yet it did so now, standing 
in tile thronged ante-chamljor of the palace, when 
glancing at the successful Statesman, with the ribbon 
crossed on his breast, and the cold courtly smile 
on his lips, there arose before him, sudden and 
distinct, the memory of that summer night, with the 
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booting of the BhriU cicala, and the sullen suige of the 
noisome waters as the reptiles stirred amongst their 

reeds, aii*l the last rays of the evening sun gleaming 
above the storm-doud as the dying man reeled and 
fell. 

He looked at Strathuiore as he stood among his 
peers; and, strange, dissimilar, unbidden, the scene 
rose up before the memory of the inconsequent and 
thoughtless Frenchman, as be stood among the court 
crowd of St. James's. Yet he had been present at 
many such scenes, and the value of life taken had 
never weighed on him, nor its memory ever remained 
with him, before. In liis creed of honoui' duels were 
blameless; iu his country's custom they were habitual. 
What long ago had revolted the dashing and daring 
spirit (which with many faults and many follies had 
sonietiung of the old code of the gallant gentlemen 
who had fought and died for the White Lihes) had 
been the pitiless purpose which he had read ere the 
siiot had been fired, and which had borne in his sight 
the fixed and treacherous intent of the murderer. It 
was this which he remembered now. 

The throng parted, the knot of ministers separated^ 
Strathmore came forward to go to his carriage, and 
Yaldor moved also ; they met, as they had done a 
hundred times, since that night by the Deer-pond of 
the old Bois. 

Ah I you Yaldor? Charmed to see you* I had 
no idea you were in England, much less at the Lev^. 
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Insufffflrablj warrn^ isn't it? Such a press!" said 

Strathmore, giving his hand to the man who, sixteen 
years before, had whispered in his ear, " Fuyez I il est 
moH^ unheeded, as he stooped to sever the gold flake 
of the hair which trailed among the dark dew*-Uiden 

grasses. 

'^Sudi wretched rooms I" laughed Yaldor, as he 
glanced contemptaonslj through the reoeption-chanif 

bers, unaltered since Queen Anne. "I only arrived 
yesterday. I liave come to town on family matters 
— a disputed inheritance affair. But permit me^ 
roon ami, to offer my congratulations on your recent 
honours; never was a finer political victory won. 
Your coup d'etat was supreme T' 
Strathmore smiled. 

^ You give me and my party too much distinction ; 
we only effected, dully and slowly, by speeches and 
leaders, what you over the water would have done in 
a week by a few cannon-balls and closed barrieres. 
But the British mind refuses the quick argument of 
a fusillade — as if it were not as wise to be convinced 
by a Jbullet as by a newspaper I Will you do me the 
pleasure to drive home with me?" 

They pioneered their way through the aristocratic 
mob, and reaching the air at last, after the heated 
atmosphere of the densely-packed palace, passed to 
Stratiunore's carriage, while the crowds without, wait^ 
ing to see the courtiers leave the Lev^e, crushed 
themselves close to the wheels, and rushed under tlie 
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horses' heads, and pushed and jostled, and trampled 

each other, iu carrer curious haste to see the favourite 
Minister — he \\ ho, could he have had his way, would 
have ruled them with a rod of iron, and swept his 
path clear from all who dared dispute his power, by 
the curt Cacsurean argument of armed liosts I 

Uaye you any engagements for to-night, Valdor 
he asked, as the carriage moved. 

"None. I was gohig to diue at the Guards' dub, 
and look in at the Opera/' 

"Giye ine the pleasure of your society, then. I 
have a State (Unnertliis evening; the cruellest penalty 
of Place I Though truly it is selfish, perliaps, to ask 
you to throw over that most graceful of all sylphs, 
La Catarina, for ministerial proprieties.** 

" The egotism, at least, does me much honour. I 
iriiall he most happy. Your season is pretty well 
over, Strathmore ; you eat your farewell whitebait 

soon Y 

"To-morrow. I shall leave town in a week or two; 
the session will virtually close then." 

"^^liere are you going, apr^s? "^Hiite Ladies?" 

"Not yet. 1 shall be there tlie last days in August, 
when I hope you will join us. Volms and. plenty of 
people will he down ; and by all they send me word, 
the broods are wry abundant and the young deer in 
fine condition. No ; I go from town into Devon to 
see my mother, stay there three or four days, and 
then start for Baden, give a week coming back to 
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Fontalncblcau -s^nth His Majesty, your execration, 
and to White Ladies by the i'irst/' 

" You go into Devon next week?" 
Or the week after. Whyl** 

"Because I am botind there. Perhaps you remem- 
ber I have English blood in me by the distaff side ^ 
and there is a property down there which ought, I 
think, to be mine by rights, at least it needs looking 
into ; poB grcwd^ chose, but valuable to a poor wretch 
a million or two of francs in debt. I must make 
investigations at your Will Office (^Doctors' Com- 
mons,* n'est ce past * Doctors',' because it has the 
testaments of those the doctors have killed; and 
^GommonSy' because it is common to nobody who 
hasn't the money to pay the fees. You English have 
a grim humour I). We can go down to the south 
together, Strathmore?'' 

"Certainly." (Valdor did not note that the an- 
swer was slightly constrained, and halted a moment.) 
« Where is this properly you name 1" ♦ 

**Bon Dieu! I don't know! The place is — pestel 
it is in my papers but it is out of my head ! — wait a 
moment — is — is — Torlynne, surely, or some such title." 
' '^Indeed! That is dose to my motlier^s jointure 
house of Silver-rest. I remember it is a disputed 
title, an old moated priory with fine timber, but 
wholly neglected.'' 

Valdor twisted his scented moustaches with a yawn 
of ennui : 
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" Vous me faitcs fremir! Wliat on earth .should 
I do with a ' moatetl prion' ? ' It souuds like a ghost- 
story I However, I ahall go down and prove my title 
if I can ; for I snppose it will sell for something t" 

"Undoubtedly. Since you will require to be on 
the flpoty I am sure I need not say that Lady Gastle- 
mere will be most happy to see you at Silver-rest, if 
you liko to stay with us." 

Yaldor thanked the kindly Fates which thus, by a 
fortunate chance, preserved him from the horrors of 
Devonian hotels, and accepted Strathmore*s invitation, 
proffered from a cause he little guessed. Strathmore 
had heard of his intended visit to the south with 
annoyance, almost, for the instant, with apprehension; 
it was this which made him hesitate, and but coldly 
consent to the suggestion that they should travel 
together. He knew that Yaldor had heard those 
Li^t words breathed witli a broken sigh, " Lucille ! 
Lucille 1" and he dreaded to see the child of EiToll 
in the presence of one who had been with him in that 
hour. But as instantly he remembered that do what 
he would, Yaldor, compelled to visit Toxlynnc, would 
certainly pay a visit of compliment to Lady CasUe- 
mere> and, living on the same solitary shore with 
Silver-rest, could not fail to luect Lucille. Therefore, 
with that policy which he used in trivial as in great 
matters, he disarmed all danger by meeting it davanee; 
any act unusual on his part might have wakened 
Yaldor's curiosity or wonder concerning the lovely 
child whom he would find there as his ward; to in- 
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vite liim at once beneath the same roof with her was 
to avoid, entirely, exciting that piqued interest which, 
thongh no link remained to guide him hy any possi- 
bility towards 'the truth, might yet have induced him 
to inquire much that would have been di£icult to 
satisfy. 

The foresight was wise, the reasoning just, the 
inference and expectation both rightly founded ; yet 
— >woe for us, mes f r&res I — the surest barriers raised 
by men's prevision are but as bouses builded on 
the sands, which one blast of shifting winds, one 
sweep of veering waves, may hurl down into dust. 

'^What spell have you about you, mon cberf said 
Valdor, two hours later, in the drawing-roomy of 
Strathmore's residence, as he threw himself into 
a dormeuse. Time had passed lightly over Yaldor, 
and left him much the same— a gay, d^bonnaire, 
brilliant, French noble, whose fortunes were not equal 
X to his fashion, in whom a transparent impetuosity 
mingled in odd anomaly with the languor of the 
world, in whom the fire of the South outlived the in- 
di£terentism of habit, and w ho, with many foUies and 
some errors, had honour in his heart and truth in his 
tongue. He looked younger than he was, with his 
delicate brune tint, his soft, black eyes, his careless 
and chivalrous grace ; and the man in whose society 
he now was looked on him disdainfully as ^ bon en- 
fant," because his hot passions were short-lived, and 
the nonchalance of his nature made him caudid as a 
child. ' 

VOL. II. P 
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Strathmore raised his eyebrows ; 
" * Speii r What a romantic word I How do you 
mean itf 

Valdor laughed, throwing back the dark waves of 

his hair ; he wds a little vain of his persomd beauty. 

"I mean to account for your perpetual success. 
Ton oomnuuid success as if you had all the genii of 
fiiblc to back you. Men censure you, oppose you, 
hate you, inveigh against you, and you have a strong 
party of f oesi but they never contrive to defeat you/* 
^ Well, I am not very tolerant of defeat.*' 
"Pardieu! who is? But most of us have to 
swallow it sometimes. What I want to know is how 
you |succeed in perpetually compelling your enemies 
to drink it, and avoiding one drop of the amaii ali<^uid 
yourself I 

Strathmore smiled ; the frank eaqoession of curiosily 

and opinion amused him ; he had himself the trained 
reticence of the school of ^luchiavelli, and years had 
of necessity polished his skill in the knowledge how 
to hold truth and how to withhold it,*' once laid down 
by him as the first law of wisdom and of success. 

^ You ask for a precis of my policy 1 You know I 
Invariably contended that what men choose to accom- 
pliili they may compass sooner or later, if they use just 
discermiient, and do not permit themselves to be run 
away with by Utopian fancies or paradoxiGal motives. 
Let every one make up his mind to be baffled in what 
he undertakes nineteen tinies, but to succeed on the 
twentieth; I would warrant him success before he 
has reached half the score/' 
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That tells me nothing!" said Valdor, petulantly, 
thoDgh, in truth, it was this yexy inflexible and long- 
enduring patience^ which nothing could diasuade or 
daunt, that was the key of Strathmore's rise to power. 
" Well I you must keep your secret, inon ami, and I 
dare say it has too much science and subtlety in it to 
lie in a nutshell. But as for your theory, which 
makes cue think of the Bmce Spider-tale — ^peste ! — ^it 
won't answer always. Look at ti« ; we persevere for 
ever, and never succeed 1** 

Strathmore smiled slightly; he knew Valdor re* 
ferred to the efforts of his own French party, ana 
the loyal Utopia of a Quixotic and chivalric clique, 
found little sympathy with a statesman the distin- 
guishing and most popular characteristic of whose 
politics was their entire freedom from all idealogy or 
vagueness. 

Mon cher I I spoke of a man who pursued a cer- 
tain definite goal and power for himself, not of those 
leagued togeiSbsr for the chase of a shadowy chimera. 
To seek a palpable aim and a palpa]>le ascendancy is 
one thing; to embrace a visionary crusade and an 
ideal flock of theories is another. / mean blasting a 
rock with rational materials and science; you mean 
cliniliiiig the clouds with ropes of sand I" 

Then," said Valdor, impatiently, with a dash of 
envy and a dash of intolerance — ^^^then it would 
appear that the wise man consecrates his labours and 
his ambitions to the advancement of himself ; it is 
only the fool who wastes both on mankind I" 

p2 
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"Certainly,'* smiled Strathmore. "Who ever 

duubtcd it ? " 

At that moment the doors of the vestibule were 
thrown open, and the first of the guests bidden to his 
State dinner was announced : farther t6te-2l-t§te was 

ended. 

Strathmore was not popular among his coUeagaes ; 
his personal coldness and his consummate indifference 

to how he wounded, repelled men, the generosity of 
feeling and the cordiality which in earlier years had 
been very strong to the few whom he liked, were 
gone. Although his liberality was as extensive, it 
seemed rather to proceed from disdain of wealth than 
any kindlier feeling, and though at times great and 
even noble deeds were traced to him done in privacy, 
they appeared rather to come from some rigid law set 
to himself Uhan from any wanner feeling toward 
humanity. But his ascendancy was indisputable, his 
intellect priceless to hi.s party, and the brilliancy of 
his career without a lival ; and men rallied about him, 
and confessed his influence as the most prominent 
politician of his day, and the assured leader of the 
future. 

Yaldor looked at him as he sat that night at the 
head of the table entertaining many of the most dis- 
tinguished men of his countiy and time, fellow- 
Ministers and foreign Ambassadors, while the light 
from the chandeliers above, flashing off the gold and 
sil ver ])late, the :n:ii iy-hued exotics, the snowy Parian 
statuettes, and the bright-bloomed fruits, fell upon 
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his face with its peculiar Vandyke type, in which 
were blent the haughty melancholy of Charles 
Stuart with the statesmanlike power of Stroffordi 
the serenity of a fathomless repose with the darkness 
of passions mitameable if aroused. 

Yaldor looked at him as Strathmore drank his Eed 
Hermitage and exchanged light witticisms with the 
French Representative, and again, unbidden and un- 
welcome before tlie thoughtless mercurial mind of tlie 
dashing and languid Uoh^ rose the memory of that 
night in the Bois de Boulogne, and of the tiger-lust 
with which the death spasm had been watched to 
grow still. 

^He has forgotten I" tiiought Yaldor, with marrel, 

admiration, revulsion, loathing, all commnigled. "lie 
slew without pity ; he lives without rexuorse," 

So rashly do m^ judge who draw inferences from 
the surface ; so erringly do they condemn who see not 
the solitude wherein the soul is laid bare 1 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

AMONG THE LILIES OF THE \ Al.Li:r. 

Thb afternoon sun was warm on land and sea, and 
a liglit amber haze was lying on the soft outliiie of 
the hlUsy the stretches of golden gorse^ and the glisten 
of the moistened sands, as a steam-yacht which had 
coiuc down channel from the Solent, and rounded 
the coast, anchored in the little bay of Silver-rest, 
where nothing was ever seen save the fishing-smacks 
and tiny craft of the scattered po})ulation, whose few 
rough-hewu shingle cottages nestled under one of the 
bluffs. 

"There is your Torlynne, Valdor," said Strath- 
more, pointing to some gable-euds which arose some 
mile or two off in the distance above masses of wood- 
land, as ihey walked up from the shore. They were 
expected at Silver-rest, but the day of their arrival 
had been left unceitain, as he had not known when 
he might get finally free. Strathmore allowed him- 
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self little leisiu'c ill office ; he never appeared either 
hurried or occupied, but he burnt the candle of his 
life at both ends, as most of ns do in this age, and 
must do, if we would be of any note in it. 

Ah, pardieu ! I wish it were an hotel in the Rue 
de Ghnmmoiit instead I " lauj^ied Y aider, as be glanced 
across. Not but that, I dare Bay I shall never get 
it, nnless I languish through your Ghanceiy till I am 
eighty* I shall hear the Terdict is ^yen in mj 
favour, jnst when I am rec^ving the Viaticiim I 

I hope better things ; it is a vast pity it should 
moulder unowned. Meanwhile, the litigation bo- 
friends me with a most agreeable companion during 
my exile at Lady Gastlemere^s. I fear you will be 
terribly bored, Valdor ; my mother lives in strict re- 
tiranent**' 

^Another instance of those who once ruled the 

wi)rkl abiurin^ it in advanciii<i life. What years it 
is since i haS the honour of seeing her. I was a 
Kttle feUow^ court-page, proud of my blue and 
silver ! Does she live alone, then ? " 

" Oh, no ; merely away from the world. She has 
a grandson with hei^ a lad at coll^; and also a 
ward of hers and of mine, little more than a child as 
yet, Lucille de Vocqsal." 

« De Yocqsal I An Austrian name, isn't it f ? 

" No, Hungarian ; it may be Austrian, too, how- 
ever — is J indeed, -I think, now you name it. You 
must expect to find Silver-rest dull — ^it has nothing 
to boast of but its searboard." 
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And its coantiy," added YaldoTy as tiiey passed 

through the ludge gates, 

Strathmore glanced carelessly over the magniEceut 
expanse of woodland and moorland^ hill and ocean, 
which stretched around. 

Yes ; but that has not much compensative attrac- 
tion for either jon or me, I f anqr." 

They went on in sflenoe, smoking, through the 
grounds, which were purposely left in much of the 
wildness and luxuriance of their natural formadon, 
with here and there great boulders of red rock bedded 
in the moss, and covered with heaths and creepers, 
and Strathmore looked up in surprise as a sudden 
exclamation from Yaldor fell on his ear. 

"Bon Dieu ! Look there. How lovely ! " 

Strathmore glanced to where Yaldor pointed, mar- 
yelling that the landscape should rouse him to so 
much admiration, for the fashionable French Noble 
wa.s not likely to be astonished into any enthusiastic 
adoration of the pastoral beauty of nature, or the 
sun-given smile on the seas. 

What he saw was this. 

A rock of dark sandstone overhiuig the turf 
below, forming a natural chamber, whose walls were 
the dense screen of tangled creepers and foliage 
pendent from its ledges, or the great ferns which 
reared to meet them,, and whose carpet was the 
moss covered with lilies of tlie valley, which grew 
profusely wliere tlic tempered sun rays fell tlu'ough 
cool leaves and twisted boughs, flickering and parted* 
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And under its shelter from the heat, half buried in 
the flowers, lying in the graceful abandon of a child's 
repose, resting her head upon her hand in the atti- 
tude of Guide's " Leggiatura," her eyes veiled as 
they rested on her book, one sunbeam streaming 
through the fan-like ferns above, touchmg her haur 
to gold and shining cm the oipen page she read, was 
Lucille. 

The steps of both were involuntarily arrested as 
they oame upon her in her solitude ; there was som^ 

thing of sanctity in that eai^ly loveliness, 

Soft, as the memory of buried love ; 

JPure, aa the prayer which childhood wafU above — 

that silenced both him to whom it was familiar^ and 

him to whom it was unkaomi. Then Strathmore 
turned to move onward through the grounds ; he felt 
repugnance to break in on her repose, or to meet her 
ill the presence of the one wlio had heard the clWng 
lips faintly whisper the name she bore, in their last 
farewell to her lost mother. 

But Valdor put his hand upon his shoulder. 

" Wait for Heaven's sake I Who is she ? " 

lovely child^ but no more than that as yet. 
!My ward, Lucille de Vocqsal." 

**Mort de Dieu I She is the most beautiful poem, 
picture — Heaven knows what — ^that ever I beheld. 
Make her lift those eyes; what must the face be 
when they are raised ? ** 

" You will see her later on," answered Strathmore^ 
coldly. ^^I shall not disturb her now; she is veiy 
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young, and would not understand our having pryed 
on her in her haunt. And pray do not use that 
flowery language to her ; youth flattered into vanity 

is niinedj aiid. you would talk in an unknown tongue 
tlierc." 

He moved away, and Yaldor, something surprised 

and something annoyed, prepared to follow him with 
a lingering backward gaze. But it was too late 5 a 
squirrel swinging downward from the houghs ahove 
made Lucille raise her eyes. She saw Stratiunore^ 
and, with a low cry, wild in its gladness, sprang from 
her couch among the lilies, and flew to meet him. 
Midway, she saw, too, that he was not alone; and 
paused, hesitating, >vith the colour, delicate as the 
rose flush on a sea shell, deepening in her cheek. 
She knew by instinct that Strathmore was haughtily 
reticent before all auditors, and although too highly 
bred and nurtured to know embarrassment, she had 
something of the beautiful wild shyness of the young 
fawn with those who were strange to her. 

A slmdder ran through Strathmore's veins as lie 
perceived her standing before them there in the 
sultzy mellow haze ; while the eyes of his companion 
rested on her — ^the eyes which had watched with him 
the shadows steal over the face, and the convulsion 
shiver through the limbs of her father, in the summer- 
night of years long gone. 

Then he moved forward and greeted her with all 
his accustomed gentleness, less tenderly than when 
they were alone — ^but to that she had long been used 
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when any other was present at their meeting — and 
led her towards Yaldor. 

"Tjucille, allow me to introduce to you one of my 
oldest and most valued friends." 

^Pardieu!*' thought the Frenchman; as after a 
graceful acknowledcrment of his salutation, none the 
less graceful, but the more^ from that delicate proud 
shyness which was like the coy gase of the deer, 
LnciUe turned to Strathmore with low, breathless 
words of joyous welcome, and tlie radiance of that 
smile at which the sadness iied from off her face^ as 
though banished by a spelL ^ Pardieu I when was 
anything more exquisite ever bom ; it is not mortal ; 
it is the face of an angel. I have seen something 
like ity too, somewhere ; now she smiles it looks fami- 
liar. Perhaps it is some head of Gnido, some fantnsy 
of Carlo Dolci, that she makes me renieuiber. She 
seems to love her guardian; is she the only thing on 
earth he does not icef The last man livings I should 
have supposed, that would have taken such an office ; 
however, it may be done from generosity here. 
Strathmore woold rain his friend without mercy 
if he stood in his way^ or awoke his passions; but 
he would give royally to his deadliest enemy who 
asked him in need. A bad man sometimes; a 
dangerous man always ; but a mean man^ or a false 
man, never ! ^ 

Wliich fugitive thoughts flitting thiough the vola- 
tile and reckless mind of Yaldori which seldom stayed 
to sift or criticise^ were just enough in their deduction, 
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drawing one of those haphazard traths by instinct^ 
for which patient and shrewd obserTation often toil 

half a lifetime in vain. 

What were you reading there among the lilies of 
the valley, Lucille?'* asked StrathmQre, as tibey 
passed onward through the grounds, while her head 
was ever turning with a graceful, upward movement 
to look on himi and her eyes were ever seeking his 
with their loving, reverent regard, as though she 
could scaix^ely believe in the actual joy of his pre- 
sence. They were but few and rapid visits which 
he paid her, bat they were remembered passionately 
from time to time. The fairest summer lost its 
beauty if he never came with its golden promise; 
the dreariest winter was ^ad and bright with ail the 
warmth of spring in her sight if it brought her but 
a few hours of his presence. From tlie moment 
when as a little child on the sea-shore she had asked 
him his name that she might say it in her prayers, 
Lucille had clung to the memory of Strathmore %vith 
a strange and deepened fondne^^s far be} ond her years. 
I had taken .^schylns and Eoripides.'' 

**You can read ilicin in the original then, made- 
moiselle ? " asked Yaldor, in surprise. 

^ Lndlle learns very rapidly, I bdieve^" answered 
Strathmore for her. * She has been taught chie% 
what she fancied to study, and one of those fairy 
fancies was Greek. I believe merely because she 
had heard how the sea she loves was kmd in Hdlas 
— was it not, Lucille t " 
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She smiled, and looked over to the sunny waters. 
Well ! I can faiK^ how the Ten Thousand clashed 
their bncklers for inld joy, and shonted ^Thalassisl 
Thalassis ! ' to the beautiful dancing waves. I love 
the ocean I It is a music that is never silent, a poem 
that is never exhausted. When I die I should like 
my grave to be beside tlie sea.'* 

Death for you, mademoiselle I " broke in VaLdor, 
while his eloquent southern eyes dwelt on her with 
admiration. The gods ha\ e lavished on you every 
fairest gift, but they will be too merciful to those 
who look on you, to show their love towards so bright 
a life, in the way the Greek poets de^ed the 
gentlest/' 

Lucille raised her eyes to his with something of 
surprise ; she was unused to the suave subtleties of 

flattery, while a jshaduw stole over her face, such as 
an artist would let steal over the yomig face of 
Proserpine or of Procris whilst yet they lived their 
virginal life amongst the flowers, the shadow of that 
unknown future which lay awaiting them coiled in 
the folded leaves of yet unopened years. 

^'I wonder they chose early death as the gentlest 
fate," she said, softly; " to die in youth, to leave all the 
warmth of life for the loneliness of the grave, to grow 
blind to the light of the sun, and deaf to the voices we 
love, and to lie alone tlitre, dead, while the birds are 
waking, and the wind is blowing over the flowers, and 
the day has dawned for all but us ! Oh^ who could 
choose itf " 
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The words^ spoken with the unconsdoiiBness of 
childhood^ yet mth the utterance of a poet^ were 

very toucliinp^, and silenced botli wlio heard her; one 
they smote with the memoiy of that dawn when the 
birds bad sung under the leaves^ and the rejoicing 
earth had waked to f^adness, and akme amidst that 
wakinp: life had lain iu rigid stiUness the brother he 
had slain. 

, ^^She knows nothing of that past stcny, or she 

>vould not speak thas of death to hun," thought 
Yaldor, moved and impressed by this beautiful child| 
whom he had seen among the lilies : she was a study- 
so new to him. 

'^iEschylus and Euripides have saddened you, 
Ludlley" said Strathmor% as he moved a wild rose- 
bongh from her path. Those tragedies of corse 
and crime are far too gloomy for you.** 

Oh no^ I love them!/* she answered him, with the 
ardent eloquence natural to her, and cnltuzed, not 
fettered, by education ; " they arc grand, tlio\ are 
like a sea-storm by night ! And they are so human 
through their grandeur too ; the Eumenides may be 
fable, metaphor, spirit-allegory, what it wiU, but 
while oiu^ man sins, Orestes will be mortal, and will 
live ? That guilt wrought in a moment^ s vengeance $ 
that burden bound upon the murder for ever ; those 
ghastly sha})e:^ \N liicli follow him, though to all oilier 
sight he is alone ; they sm-ely are true for all time 
while crime is still on earth 
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**And there is a crime yet more accursed than 
Orestes* — Orestes' victhii was guilty 

Her thoughts Jbad been uttered from an imagination 
freshly steeped in the solemn verse of the tragic poet ; 
bis answer bi*oke, beyond ail check of will or power, 
from the sleepless remorse of conscience, stong into 
ope momentary bitter Mea Culpa. 

Past the ear of the young girl it drifted liarml^^ 
revealing nothing, and like an utterance of an on- 
known tongue: bis companM>n knew wbence tbe 
words sprang, and thought, 

<<I did bim wrong : thai was roDnoxBe." 

Stratbmoo^ cangbt bis look, and bis pix>ad and 
disflainful nature 5lir;iiik in wratli from its generous 
compassion. After long years of constant intimacy, 
tbiongb whose whole tenoor this man bad never seen 
deeper than the rest of the world saw, nor probed his 
silken social vest to the iron cross worn beneath, 
S^ratbmore knew that be bad betrayed bis secret to 
bim. Sensitive, and intolerant of intrusion, he re- 
sented })ity yet more than insult. 

Tbe clear, silvered mooubgbt fell on Lndlle's face 
ibat evening where she sat beside the open wmdow in 
the twilifjht, which at lier entreaty liad nut yet been 
bauisked from the chamber, tboui^h in the inner 
diawingHmm beyond tbe chandeliera were lit, and 
Yaldor and Stratbmore's private secac^aiy wm play- 
ing closely contested ecarte. 

Tbe stillness was nnbroken* Lady Casdemere sat 
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silent, a stately and noble woman, who bore her 
teventy yean with digni^, thoQ^ attenuated by 
bodOv infirmity; in whose glaaoe was still the fire, 

and ill whose features the arro«^ance of earlit^r vi rus, 
though both were tempered now by a touching and 
chastened gentleness. Her grandson, Lionel OaiyU| 
was silent also; though bold and careless enough 
ordinarily, he feared his uncle ; to him as to all youths 
Strathmore had always been cold and negligent; in 
the presence of the profound man of the world, the 
able and subtle statesman, the chill and brilliant 
courtier, he felt abashed, shy, ill at ease, and the 
polished ice of tone and manner frosBe the b<^s frank 
young heart. The stillness was unbroken, save by 
the sound of the waves from without, or the noise of 
a grasshopper under the leaves, whilst the moon shone 
on the silyered sea, calm and phosphor-lighted; and 
Strath mure where he sat looked at Lucille, as, with 
her head bowed slightly, and her dark wistful eyes 
gazing out on the night, the starry radiance fell about 
her. 

With much that was dissunilar, she had all the 
brightness and delicacy of her f ather^s beauty, though 
upon it was a vague, intangible shadow of sadness, as 
though the tragedy of his fate had left an unconscious 
melancholy on the life which took its existence from 
him. Strathmore saw and noted this ; he had done 
so often, and it always smote him with keen dread ; 
« for every touch of sorrow which could have fallen on 
her he would have held as a breach in his fulfilment 
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of her father^s trust. His eyes rested on her, and his 
thoughts filled with the thronging shapes and memo- 
ries of the past. Forbidden intrusion in the press of 
the world, trodden down in the path of power, dashed 
aside by the mailed hand of a successful and unscru- 
pulous ambition, they coiled about him here, and 
would not be appeased. While she smiled up into 
his face ; wliile he spoke to her calmly of her father ; 
while he bent his will to rivet her affection and her 
gratitude, a vain remorse was on him. As in monkish 
times, those whose lives were fair in the sight of men, 
and who wielded the sword as the sceptre of sway 
over the world, came to the dark sepulchre and the 
blood-steeped scourge for their chastisement, so he 
came for his into the fair and innocent presence of 
this young life. 

He sat long silent, looking on her where she gazed 
out to the moonlit sea, his thoughts in the travail of 
the past ; and he slightly started as his mother, who 
was near him, spoke : 

" Lucille will soon cease to be a child !" 

"Not yet — ^not yet!" he answered hastily, and 
almost with pain. " In Heaven's name, let her guard 
her childhood over all the years she can I" 

" Surely, but it will flee of itself beyond our arrest. 
One touch will soon scare it for ever." 

" Accursed be the touch that does !" 

Lionel Caryll heard, and looked at him, and the 
young man shuddered as he caught the look on 
Strathmore's face; he did not know that the sole 

VOL. II. Q 
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pasBionate wish that tiie ciiildhood — so «asy to glad- 
deB| 60 easy to sixieid — could be pi-olonged for ever ; 
a ptwioMte f e«r, wiiiok erMasd him §at the mammtf 
hatj vAien she should be no loAger -child but wown, 
othtu^ beyond his ccmtroi skouid make shipwreck of 
the Me « mhxm iMwoence^ F^mb^ pooteoliai 
fan irtoncnieBt Ifl^* 

T!ieir words did not reach licr v:n\ but the sound 
of them roused her from tier reverie, and she came 
and kn^ before ham with her hands crossed on his. 

^ Lord Cecil, I htLve smatiik mg to beg ef yoii*'* 

lie looked d<»wn into her large soft eyes. 

<^Of me, LAMsliel Yow kmm yva. mmt ask im 

She lanij;hcd with a child's gay joy. 
Ah, how good yon are ! I want yoa to let me 
eeme end see White Ladies t" 

* White Ladies ! Why there 

" Because it is yom' home. It is not far away^ 
and I should flo km to «ee It must be audi a 
grand and stately place, with its d o is te FS and its 
forests f I have read of it in the archives, and cliro- 
nicles, and legends, i know tbem ati by heart I And 
they frighten me, Bome <]i them— that one^ with its 
terrible burden : 

Swift sOent Stnflunore's eyes 
Are fnthomlesB and darUy wise, 
Ho wiie uor leman sees 4hem smil^ 
SaM«t bright Btod<or«tailianll im% 
And vfhm they lighten foes are 'ware, 
The Bhiire is idiort the aliroad U therel 
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It is net true of Ae name cither now. your eyes 
Are not cruel, and your hand sever ioermed any !" 

Hie umooent, half4a«ghing -words Btrack him iike 
« da^^gef^s thrmt; — tSie legend on Aer lips wbicli iiad 
been mi Maiioii Vavasours, ]>ioplietic of tlie ^u\t 
Into which his pftssGoi and a wcanasCs lie would hurl 
idml The sickly memory of the Bomixio Bhmc 
passed Dver him ; more horrible in all its remembered 
• briiiiance and beguiling, than any scenes of misery 
and torture. He heaid the -veiy ling of the maskei^s 
Imgfa, so moddngly sweet, so Innngly fttal! He 
lived in that hour again fresh as though it had be^ 
hot yesterday I He ahudderody and in the moonli^t 
the pale hnxuse of his ckeek grew whiter ; hot Strsth- 
more, a courtier iind a statesiuaii, had not now to 
learn the lesaon of self-cuutroly of calm impassibility. 
He smiled : 

^Why taioe pleasure in tiioBe dark legends of a 

benighted age, Lucille ? — they have nothing in com- 
mon with ycni, you fair child] What I have hrooght 
you befit you mnch better. Oome^ let ns see how yoa 

like them !" 

He stretciied oat his hand, and took from thetabie) 
whore he had kin ihem esrtier in the eraitn^ some 
cases of pink pearls as oosdy in their ralne as lliey 

were delicate in f?etting and in hue; he was prodigal 
of all that could either amose or adorn her, bot^ from 
her age, these were the Brst jeweis he had brought 

her, aiid, .stooping, he clas|)e(l their bands of gold 
upon her arms, throaty and hair. The white moon- 
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light fell about her where she knelt before him, on the 
graceful abandon of her attitude, on her face, up- 
raised as a child lifts it in piayer^ and he watched the 
flush on her cheeks, the breathless pleasure on her 
lips. Eveiy time he saw her ijlance lighten, and her 
lips laugh, through hiniy he felt that so far the trust of 
Erroll was fulfilled, that so far his atonement was 
wruuiilit out J that so far liLs expiation might claim to 
wasli out the sin. 

Ah I how beautiful they are^ and how kind of 
you to bring them I" she whispered him, rapidly and 
caressingly. "You have always some new thought 
for me. Look how they gleam and glisten in the 
moonlight I What jewels are they f They haTe the 

blush of a wild-rose ^ 

"And of your cheek," said Strathmore^ with a 
smile 

She laughed : reared in innocence and seclusion, 
she was wholly unaware of her own loveliness, and 
flattery had never polluted her ear nor profaned her 
heart. She had the fairest charm of youth — uncon- 
sciousness. Then her eyes, uplifted to his, grew 
eainest ; she leaned slightly forward towards him, 
and her voice changed from its breathless pleasure to 
a tender and almost saddened earnestness : 

"Ah I how good and generous you are to always 
give me pleasure; and yet, do you know— do yoa 
know — I sometimes wish you did not give me half so 
much, that I might show you better how Lucille loves 
you ! I sometimes wish that yoa were not rich and 
greal, but poor, so that you might know how litde it 
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is these 1 care for; a lily of the Tallej, a hwon's 

feather, a forest squirrel from White Ladies, would 
be as dear to me if from i^our hand. It is so little to 
loTB those who give us joy; the proof of love is to 
endiire in pain!" 

" God forbid that you should prove youi's so I'* 

Her words moved him ; any evidence of her affeo- > 
tion was welcome for the sake of the dead, yet every 
evidence of it struck him with a pang of remorse. 
This child, who caressed his hand as the one from 
which she received all joy and blessing, would have 
shuddered in horror from its touch had she known 
the life it had blasted from earth I 

Do not wish that, Lucille,'' he added, gently. 
need no proof of what I know. Remember, I read 
youi' heart like an open book, and can see all that is 
written there." ^ 

She smiled, a sweet and trustful smile. 

"Yes! I forgot; only sometimes I wish that I 
could prove it to you. While you make me so happy, 
what value is there in gratitude I The very dogs 
love the hand that feeds them I But, Lord Cecil, you 
have not told me — may I come to White Ladies I " 
Some day, perhaps." 

But as Strathmore put her tenderly aside, and rose 
to approach his mother, lie thought, with a shudder, 
of the dark shadow which lay athwart that threshold, 
making it impure for her fair and innocent youth to 
• cross. White Ladies! — ^where a fatal love had 
trampled aside all laws of hospitality and honour; 
where the beginning of that ghastly tragedy had 
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apeastedf oailj to close when the sun went down upon 
luB wwa&t^ and the d^ing aigli troBbkd tiuon^ tiw 
sil^Ke; where her father^isr memoiy filled eroty 
chamber, haunted every familiar place, and peopkd 
the vacant air, with the thronging phantoms oi a Tarn 
remorse I 

• As he had entered the room from that beycmd, having 
finiahed his game^ Y aldor had oy^heard her request^ 
and had noted the manner in whidx it was reeerred» 

*'She lia.s never seen Wliite Laclies, and he will 
not hare her there! It is strange!" thought the 
Parisian^ strac^ the drcnmstanGc^ as he might 
never have been hut that the fair face whicii he had 
beheld hrst among the lilies, had wakened a new and 
deepening intetest in him. Lndlle was so unlike all 
he had ever seen* 

"Your ward is very lovely, Strathmore," he said 
that night, as they waiked up and down the lawn 
under the Hmes smoking. ^ She reminds me of some 
one, I cannot for the life of me think whom. Can 
you help me ? ^ 

^Not at alL It is rather an uncommon s^le ol 
beauty," answered Stnrthmore^ indifferently, while 
swift to his own memory swept the recollection of 
that sunset hour when Valdor had watched the death* 
spaam convulse the face whose leatnres she took, and 
the death iiim gather uver the eyes iiuiu which lier 
ov. II liad their smile» 

^ True. But I have seen some one Bke her," per- 
sisted Yaldor. " Bid I ev^ know her paients f 
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^ Veiy posmbly. Bal botk died so mmj jearaagft 
that it k not likely, I fancy, that yon would lecal 

them/' 

The answer was uegiig^tly gLveii, as in a matter 
of small moment^ yet in no way as thoo^ he avoided 
ihB inquiry ; for thoii^h Ihs eaxlier regard for troth 
had not w(»m away, the profound and acute mind of 
the poUtictBa had deaJt too Jong in finesses not to 
deem them le^timate under private or pniyic ne- 
cessity. 

^De Yocqsal,'' r^eaked Yakkr, musingly. ^She 
was of fimigadmbirth^Ithuik yoniBaidt Mayone 

ask, without intruding, ai^ythinfr more?** 

"Of course, my dear Vaidorl" said Strathmore^ 
sorpfisedly^ with his slight^ tM smile^ ^ You speak 
as though Lneille were some enehaoted princess! 
But there is little to learn. Ito name you know ; she 
lost her pozcnts in her inlaracy ; I and my motlier m 
her goatfdians^ Whatrmaanst SheisstiH a childLI" 
" But a lovely one, pardieu ! " laughed Viildor, 
Ihinkioig to himself that he had been a fool building 
np a* mace's-nest. ^Do yoaknowtiatatlhaveactaal^ 
been b^te enough to suspect you of a nearer tie to 
her. I fancied she might be your daughter* ' 
Strathmore smiled: 

"Mon (hkir I jcm imagination has nm xioti That 

my mother^s home is hers might have assured you of 
the legitknac^ of her birth." 
The Gomte knighed gaily : 

^ Of conise 1 — and / should be the last to wonder 
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at a generosity in you. But — one question more ! 
Why will you not let her go to White Ladies! I 
could hardly help echoing her prayer myself." 

" Siie may go, certainly, but she is almost too 
young to he brought out at present; and White 
Ladies, whenever I am down, is as completely ^ the 
world ' as the London season ; seen there, she might 
as well be presented at once* However, she must 
very soon be both ; but the question of when, is • 
more for my mother^s adjustment than mine. X 
do not think it is for a young girl's happines*? to begin 
womanhood, coquetiy, heart-burnings, and late hours 
too soon ; but most likely women differ from me." 

He spoke negligently, with easy indifference, as 
men speak of a trifle which, turn whatever way it 
may, wiU have no import to them, and Yaldor dis- 
missed his supposed secret as a chimera. But as they 
paited that night, Strathmores eyes followed him 
with their dangerous and merciless light lit in them ; 
the mere interrogations had aroused his wraih, and 
ai oused w ith, it insecurity and suspicion. " He meant 
no more than he said. He is as transparent as glass 
he thought, with the disdain which a reserved and 
self-contained mind entertains for a frank and iiiu-e- 
served one, " It is impossible he can fancy the truth; 
the likeness in her is not strong enough to suggest it ; 
even if it did it could never go heyond fancy. There 
would be nothing to .support it, nothing to corroborate 
it. Yet — ^if I thought there were a fear, I would hnd 
some means to stop his babble." 

The thought did not travel further, and did not 
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take definite shape or meaning; it was only the 
vagiie shadowing of an impalpable dread, bnt it was 
coloured by that inexorable pitilessness wiiich swept 
from his path ail that obstructed ity the pitilessness 
which made at once the force of his career and the 
evil of liis character. His yearning to ^vo^k out ex- 
piation through the living to the dead was holy in its 
remorse ; such may well claim to wash away and to 
atone for the deadliest sm that can rest upon the 
soul of any man. But — ^this is the greatest evil which 
lies in evil, — the ashes of past guilt are too often 
the larvse of fresh guilt, and one crime begets a 
brood, which, brought to birth, will strangle the life 
in which they were conceived. 

That night, after lier attendant liad left her, 
Lucille, who felt wakeful, she knew not why, threw 
open one of the casements of her bed-chamber and 
leaned out, restmg her cheek on her hand, and her 
eyes on the moonlit seas, lying wide and bright in 
the stillness of the summer night, with here and 
there, against the starry skies, the dark sail of a 
coasting vessel gliding slowly and silently. A child 
in years, she had the heart of a poet ; and that vast 
limitless ocean in serenity and stonn, in the tempest 
of black midnights, and the calm of holy dawns, had 
been a living poem to her from her infancy; — ^in- 
deed the beautiful myths, and the idyllic dreams 
she drew from it, had much to do with deepening 
the susceptibility of a nature already too poetic and 
too ethereal for its own peace and its own welfare. 
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She kaiMd oat,, wadtac the lems ami cknanatiB^ 
flowers^ clustering about her windo^^ while her hsaty, 

flung backward, fell unbound over htr sliouiders, 
and her deep ^nstf nl eyca tvavdled orar the staziit 
Atlantic, whose ceaselefls melody swelled upward hem 
the beating surgej throngh the quiet of the nii^ht. 
As she rested there, two shadows passed before iier 
sight; ODe crossing the sward wider the Hmes bekrvi^ 
aTiother passing before the lighted casements of a 
ciiamber in a wing, built out, so that divided by a 
lawn, it stood opposite to her» The first was Liondt 
Garyll, smoking, and walkmg badcwards and forv- 
wards there, with all a youth's rixuance, to watch the 
light which shone from her window, tibron^ the cle-> 
matis^lusters, while he mused vaguely, timidly, of 
what he loved this fair child too reverently, to da,re 
draw out li*om the golden haze of an immature 
dream which ooold not call itself a hope. The 
second was Strathmore, who, in tihis brief break npon 
his life of feverish power and unceasing con^ct^ 
CDidd not wholly abandon the habits of his accus- 
tomed i^ere, nor cease wholly to work the whedv 
within wheels of a keen ambition and a ruthless 
statecraft, but who, pacing to and fro his chambexy 
dictated to his secretary the verbal subtleties of a 
foreign correspondence. The two shadows crossed 
her sight ; the moon-rays fell on young CarylFs face, 
lending it mndi of delicacy and sadness^ as his steps 
sounded slowly one by one upon the stiDncss ; and 
the strong waxlight within showed Strathmore^s pro- 
file distinct, as though eat on an iBrta^^so,. as ke 
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passed swiftly tip and down before the open windows, 

the coiintenanct' full of haughty intellect and lofty 
power^ like the face of the man, whose iron brain 
framed, and whose iron hand wonld have carved out 
the blood-system of Thorough*' — master of all men, 
save of himself ! 

On the two the innocent eyes of the young gkl 
fdl, as she looked into the night, and away across 
the starlit ocean ; and on the one they scarcely 
glanced, but on the other they lingered long. It was 
not on the youth as he paced under the windows, 
keeping fond yet holy watch on the light of her case- 
ment, and dreaming over thoughts hardly less guile- 
less than her own, that Lucille looked, but on the 
wont and unrerealing face of the statesman, cold in 
its power, dark in its written record of spent passions, 
as he eonsmned the sie^less hours the gentle night 
in lihe eoEerdse ni a restless and dominant ambition. 
Slie lingered there long, and wistfully, hiildm in the 
shroud of fragrant clematis, and her eyes never wan- 
dered from that resting place ; then she gentfy ck)sed 
the window, and over her face WAS a deep and loving 
tenderness, a hush of sweet unutterable joy that 
smifeed on her lips and filled her eyes with unshed 
tears, 

" How great he is — and how good ! * she whispered 
softly to herself. And then she kndit down beside 
lier heAf with her hands crossed on her heart, and her 

young face upraised, and, even a^ she had done from 
infamy, prayed to God for Stratkmore. 
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CHAPTEB XX. 

ONE OF THE LEGION Or TUE LOST. 

In a bed-chamber an deuxieine, hi a liou.^c; ia the 
Hue Beaujoii, Champs Elysto, sat a woman, wliile 
in the street below rattled the wheels of .passing car- 
riages, and throngfa the windows little was seen save 
leaden roofs, and dripping water-pipes^ and dreary 
skiesy for the day was wet and cheerless. The cham- 
ber was luxnrions to a certain extent, if something 
too glittering and meretricious ; the hangings were of 
rose tendre; ormolu, buhl, rosewood, marqueterie, 
porcelaine de Sevres, were not wanting; and cache- 
mires, sables, flowers, objets d'art, were scattered over 
it, the offerings of those young liojis who were anxious 
to have their names associated with one who had been 
the most notorious and dazzling star of the demi 
monde years ago, and who, even yet, by a resistless 
spell of fascination, was as costly to them as the 
Baccarat, and the Lansquenet, and the Eouge et 
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Koir, which drew thousands of francs from their 

pockets in tlie midnight privacy of her salon. Out 
of the bedrchamber opened the drawing-room and the 
suppeivroom, both f unmhed in the same sfyle ; with 
warm nuances of colour, which stmck the eye plea- 
santly; with carefully-shaded light, which cast its 
own twihght here upon everything ; with an ensemble 
which looked glowing and illusiYe when the apart- 
ments were lit, and scented with dreamy odours of 
pastilles, and redolent of tlie bouquets of rich wines 
and the smoke of cbillum from eastern hookahs. On 
the dressing-table of the bed-chamber lay many 
jewels, chiefly inimitable counterfeits, for the originals 
of most had been parted with for two-thirds their 
value as soon as received, and paste was all which 
glittered there in company with the cases of rouge, 
cosmetiques, pearl-powders — all the dreary pitiful 
paraphernalia of the ]ife*which masks the youth it 
has lost, and dares not, or cannot, wear the dignity of 
coming age, but only hideously masks the tread of 
time^ and wreathes a death's-head in an unreal smile I 
And by the table sat a' woman. It was but noon, 
and she was alone ; the pigments and powders of the 
toilette-table had not yet been used^ and they were 
sorely needed. Needed — ^to lend theb bloom to the 
hot, parched lips, their lie to the haggard and faded 
brow, their blush to the hollowed cheek, their lustre 
to the heavy eyes. Needed — for in this face there 
was such still splendid remnant of bygone loveliness 
as will linger in the discoloured petals of a flower 
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w^kh has been tr(Miden and txampied ia the m 
trmof a briUintwd WlJen Wty too 

any age to utterly sear out, iis only served to make the 
wueck more bitter — such stra^-ing rays still lingeiisg 
of the gncioas ^ory ifbk ydtkh Natee had onoe 
doweared her peeriess work, as only made tihe sonls of 
young and virginal women, who passed her in the 
cmni, vaguely ahudder aA all ^liudli had been tim 
lost, Hub sullied, llius defaoaed. And tfaos mi Mttion 
Vavasour ! 

Whece had fled the daxziing cadianoe whidi had 
seemed of okl to liU her lace and tom -with lightt 

Where had fled the haughty grace with wliic li slie 
had £wept through the presence-cliambers of Courts, 
bendmg monardia to her will 1— the aapeii) triun^ 
whi(^ had wantoned on her fips, and Bat lliroiied 
upon her brow ? — ^the lovely youth whicli had beamed 
from her antelope eyes, and amiled in her spacldiag 
wit? — <to iwaiatleaaBoroer y wit h whkAAe had boiight 

the souls of men at licr will, whcji tbe niglit-luiiiinanre 
streamed on the diamonds Bashing in her gUttering 
hau^ or flie ^adness <x£ the aiwning fell abont her 
wlwre she stood, wiealhed in the fragrant clusters of 
her summeivroses ? Where ? Where all things fall ! 
— ^mto the grave of Time^ -wlndiy «ver fofl, yet ever 
yawns for more — into the abyss wfaieh ^wiits for the 
Womanhood that is sullied, and sin-steeped, and gives 
its gjbnons dawn and noon to sowing faroadcast seeds 
of eviln^ose deadly harvest e^er ripens, and is reaped 
by its sower in the daik vale of waning yeais. 
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FaeSk deBeennts Avemmu Dovn— dowxi— ^vea as 

one slips down a shelving and glassy slope the Duh 
axfvmod had £alie% slowly yet for there J2?e 

■Dxestang^aoes on tiiat road; once Immohed) tliere 
is no fdhige, save m tlie db»itt below. The fate to 
which an inexurable vengeance had duuuiucL lier had 
been hers, and would be hers until the uttemiost 
letter of its pitaleas Moeaic bad been f nJiiled. 
Dethroned, ilisgraced, exposed, mocked, reviled, strip- 
ped of her power, and stricken into ^>oyerty and 
liiaiDe, tiiere wafl but one £ate for tbis wanton, mer- 
cikss, beantifBi, «vfl "womeax — lihe florceress in angel 
goise, d&e destroyer yeiied in lovely youth, the ^dla 

Kot for ber the piarging bittenieas «f 'sbaine, the 

poirifying fliX'S of remorse, the acrid yet lioly tears of 
the Magdaleoi^ whose heart whilst criu)e>riv^ is coor 
4nte/ Nat for her: ahe knew ImmiUatton, but she 
knew nolliing of repentance ; she only knew revenge. 
She suffered: but not with the suff^iug which on 
the asbei of guik laisei the wuictataiy ef ei^oation. 
I^riiaps, had mercy been yielded to her pra^«r in the 
hour of her extremity, had she been humbled to the 
eactk with the god-lik« forgiveness which would have 
EpcareS, ber, and bode her ^go^ and sin dd inoie^" the 
huA rays of purer lii^lit which h^e a^Kl there strayed 
Bcroes her soul might have dawned clcarei' and 
tfbranger, and haw smd iiec P«rhap6l Few axe 
BO deeply ketliwfc an infinite mercy <mnot do soone- 
thing to restore them. It hud been denied her, and 
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Marion Vavasour from that hour gave herself up to 
dazzling evil, and steeped herself recklessly in that 

gilded degradation which ere then slie had shruiik 
from, and drank to the lips of guilty pleasure, aad 
used her beauty with fearful and pitiless power to 
accorse her own soul and all others that she drew 
into the Circean tempting. - 

And therefore was she thus now, fifteen long years 
after. For the riches of sin flee swif tl}% scattered in 
a mad extravagance; and as her beauty stole away 
before the step of time, so stole her power with it ; so 
she sank downward in that decline whence there is 
no ascent; she drifted swiftly and surely over the 
passage of years from brilliance and sovereignty and 
evil sway, towards that dark and lonely end which he 
who drove her forth to her fate ordained to her in 
words which needed no prophet's prescience to give 
them their piediction. And therefore she was thus 
now. 

She sat alone, whilst over the stove the chocolate 
simmered, and without the ceaseless poming of the 
rain dripped wearily. Where were her thoughts? 
Away in that glad omnipotent time when she had 
reigned wheresoever she moved, commanded where- 
soever her brilliant glance fell; when the riches of 
empires and the mines of both hemispheres had been 
rifled to adorn that marvellous loveUness which kings 
adored; when she had listened to the nightingales 
among the ffagrant aisles of her rose-gardens with 
that soft poetry which made lier deadliest spell, her 
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most seductive v^; when she had seen princes bend^ 
ing to her feet, and royal women outshone by the 

glory of her face, while Euiope babbled of her fame t 
Surely : they wandered far back over the past as she 
sat there, with no companion in her solitude, save the 
drip, drip, drip of the unceasing rain from the black 
leaden roofs Tvithout: wandered far, while in the 
colxmins of the FtOrU^ which she was wearily glancing 
through, her eyes rested on one name : 
" Strathmokb." 

And that name was associated with dignity, with 
honour, with a wide renown, with the great policies 

of Europe, with all which encircles the career of a 
dominant and successful statesman. What weakness 
was there in this patrician power, what crevice in this 
blade-proof mail, what flaw in this haughty and in- 
accessible life, through which the bolt of a woman's 
retaliation could speed its way to the quick! 
None ! — none I 

It had baffled her hopelessly tlirough all these 
years, which to her had been a gradual descent from 
empire into impoverishment, which to him had been 
a gradual ascent from ambition up to power. Yet 
she had held it in close sight persistently. For there 
is nothing at once bo hopeless and so persistent as a 
vague, shapeless, impotent, yet midying, derire for 
Bevenge. All these years she had had watch kept 
on him, and through them all she had failed to dis- 
cover one aperture through which the adder of retaliar 
tion could worm its way and leave its venom. Yet 

VOL. II. B 
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she had never giTen vp liope ; she had never snneii- 
dared her search ; for I haive said that in the natnre 
of this woman there was much of the panther, its 
ooiwaidiGe^ ks velvet softness, its cmelly, its wantcm 
love of destraetion ; and, like ibe paniher, she lay in 
wait. 

Iler eyes l ested now on the wwd ^ Stiathmore ;^ 
bonoor, dignily, power, sway, iheae wore what she 
bclield ever paid to him, gathered by him, become 
alike the mistress and the ministers of the man wlio 
had once been the abject slave of her cazess and ber 
word* Their parts had changed ; he bad buried bis 
tyrant down into the dust, and stood afar off — afai' as 
Plough their lives had never touched^where ber 
passionate hatred, her bumiag bitterness, oonld no 
more oiisail him, than the feAer of fretting breakers 
the icy summits ot mountains above theuw And 
a hopeless sicknasfl^ a faint despair came over 
her, as her eyes gazed upon bis name. SbooM she 
never reacii iiim, should she never gather up from the 
wreck of the past, soffideiil of the forces the power, 
the will of Marion Yavasomr to anite that steel-clad 
life, that soul of bronze, even as he had smitten hers, 
to make him reel and stagger beneath her blow, even 
thoogb to G0nq>aB8 bis destroction she beraelf ai^bt 

perish I 

W ith a passionate gesture she crusiied the journal 
in hee band, and tbrew it from ber;^ ber Hps ae^ ber 
eyes gleamed, ber bands, so fair and delicate still, 

clenciied with couvulsiTe force, and in her teeth she 
muttered thirstily, dreamily : 
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^It most come, it ehaU/ ^Toat vient k point k 
qai sait attendie ! * ^ 

And then she arose and went before her toilette- 
vdxsoTj uad, hdtmofr her head upon her hands, sighed, 
whilst a hot, arid mist gathered hat heF eyes : ^mcxre 
cruel to licr tliiiii death or shame, or privation, was 
the loss of her glad and glorious loveliness, 

^ Oh 1 woman, woman, you nuserable insect-thing 
she said, bitterly, while her old mocking smile came 
about her lips, but now derisive and now joyless. 
^Only bom to pander to men's pleasnie*— only 
created to intoxicate their senses and to damn thdr 
sonls — what are you wortli — Avhat are you worth? 
A butterfly of less value than a dead leaf, when one 
short summer has stolen your beauty I You reign by 
the brightness of the eyes, the bloom of the cheek, 
the whiteness of the bosom, and when those are gone 
you may lie in a kennel and die. What are your 
yk^sansa f Only sudi as drink, or dice, or th» Turf 
win as completely! What are your slaves? Only 
these who are the slaves not of you, but of their own 
passions! Impotent, wretched, ephemeral thing I — 
only loved for the vice you gratify, only of worth 
while there is youth on your lips ! " 

The mockmf^ scorning words broke out with the i 
pride and the eloquence of long-past years; to her 
heart she felt theii* truth. 

**And yet — and yet," she muttered, " it is power — 
while it lasts. To see them, as I have seen, thirst for 
a glance and hang on a smile, and love a sneer, a re- 

b2 
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buff, a craelty ratiher than no word I To make tiiem, 

as I have made, kneel and pray, and grovel in the 
dost to kiBs one's feet ; and bend their proud necks to 
the yoke, and break iheir stem souls down to a 

s panier^ humility ; and deal out anguish and despair, 
heaven and heii| at will. Ah ! it is Power ! Koue 
wider, none snier on earth, while it lasts ! " 

The words were passionate now and triumphant; 
for the instant she lived again in the rich and royal 
Fast, and tasted all its glories. Then her head sank, 
and the salt tears fiUed her eyes, and her hot pale 
Hps qniyered, and a piteous, wailing ciy broke from 
her: 

" Oh, my lost beauty — my lost beauty 1 

And then after a wlule she took up the rouge, and 
the powders, and the paint, and sought wearily and 
futildy to counterfeit all which had fled for ever; 
and when she arose after that ghastly task, through 
all, despite all, there was something beautiful still; 
the haugh^ Sni'oe, the antelope eyes, the soverdgn 
glance, the perfect form, these naught could wholly 
destroy save death ; but it was only such fugitive, 
sullied, faintly-lingering beauty as made the history 
it told more bitter and heartHBickening ; as would lin- 
ger about tlie golden cup which had been bruised, 
and polluted, and burned in the tire, as would remain 
to the glorious statue which had been defaced and 
overthrowni in ruins in the dust, as would be given 
by the painter of the Purgatorio to the faces of the 
fallen and accursed as they bear their doom. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE 8HAB0W OF THB 7UTTJBB. 

The summer morning broke wann and clear over 
the western coast, and Strathmore, as he rose and 

dressed, bade liis servant set the windows open. The 
ocean sparkled in the light, the birds sang among the 
leaves, the golden gone blossomed far and wide over 
tlie bluifo :uid moors ; but in lii^ } oath he had liad 
little sight or heed for these things: he had none 
now; the fairness of the opening day he barely 
noticed. But beneath his windows rose another song 
than that of the thrushes, as sweet as they and as 
joyous; the song of a young heart and a young voice 
rising up to heaven with the early day, with the 
fragrance of the flowers, with the frosluiess of tlie 
dew, with the odour of the grasses, with all things 
fair and pure. It was the invocation of the Spirits 
to the Hours, from Shelle/s Prometheus : " 
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The pine-boughs are singing 

Old songs with new gladness, 

The billoA^rs and fountainfl ^ 

Vrt qh music are plavin^, 

Like the notes of a spirit from land and firom sea. 

And the worcb, with the imprcmsed music, uprose on 
the air as a lark rises into the clouds* 

He heard it^ and approached the window ; in the 
sunlight Lucille was bending down among the flowers 

like ^lilton's Proserpine, 

Heradf the faireat flower $ 

tilling lier hands with their fragrant wealth, with 
golden laburnums, snow-white lilies, roses dew-laden, 
buds nestled in their dark wet leaves, and drooping 
coils of scaiiet creep" rs. He f^tood and watched her 
where she moved in all the gladness of her youth and 
the brightness of the morning, among the boughs and 
bloasoms, wliile the burden of her song echoed upon 
the air, and the smmy warmth of light fell on the 
fairness of her face. He watched her, and over the 
world-worn coldne^ of his face a strajige suftiiess 
trembled, and into his calm pitiless eyes came a 
yearning pain — ^he thought of the dead. He had 
loved him, he had been loved by him so wdl ! and 
across the dieary stretdi of yeais no cry of a vain 
agony could reach, to pierce the tomb where he iiad 
been hnrled in all his glad and gracious manhood. 
The life lay rotted tu ashes in the grave : what avail 
the passionate throes of a remorse^ impotent, tardy^ 
powedess with Qtod or man I JSemorse 4M»uld not 
bring back the dead I Yet remorse ate into his soul 
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as tbe brand faucned iivfeo the huaw of Cain^ with him 
by night and day, beside him in the ^tter <ii oooits, 
lying in wait for him in his solitude, consuming his 
peace under the purples of powec^ it burned ever in 
him ; this remoase, hidden mder an armcw of Bteel, 
veiled from men's siijht beneath a po^ve^fuJ, huccess- 
fuly in^enetrabie career. And into his eyes now, 
tiieoe came a veaiy, passuBate, yeacning grief^ as he 
gased down vpon the ytning life ifvhieh had sprang 
from that of the lost, where siie stood among the 
flowers y/itk the joyoas •echo of her song floating 
aofdy down the air; and his lips moved in an vdooi^ 
scious, broken prayer, us though that prayer could 
jreach the grave. 

^Mj fiiend, my brother] I will guard her witiboat 
diade or soil, her HFe shall he before my own. Oh 
God I may not that suffice T' 

^< loicOle will soon be a child »e longer." 

His mother spoke again the same words as she had 
spoken the night before^ where she stood in the em- 
brasure of one of the odel windows, a woman aged, 
but of noble presraice stiU, m carriage and in feature 
not unlike to Marie Antoinette, with her silv^ed hair 
tamed back from a haagbty brow, and the sweeping 
folds of her hA$A lobea draping a form borwed but 
full of dignity ; for Lady Oastlemere had been the 
proudest woman of her day until the steel of her will 
had been bent and softened in die fires of calamity 
and the crucible of a^e. Stratiimore stood opposite 
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to her^ leaning against the casement; it was near 
sunset, and ihey were alone* He looked up from 

what he was readin^^ : 
" Unhappily^ yes." 

^^And she has great lovelineBSy Cecil t** 

"Very gi-eat; she has had from childhood." 
Then we must not always imprison it here I In 
a year or so at latest she should see some other 
world than tli:it of a soHtarv sea-shore, some other 
society tiian that of her birds, aud dogs^ and flowers. 
Your wish, of course, decides all concerning her, but 
neither your duty nor mine would be fulfilled if we 
denied her for ever any other sphere than this." 

Strathmore was silent some moments ; he felt an 
invincible reluctance to realise the truth that liucille 
was growing out of childhood ; a yet greater to give 
the signal for the flight of all that jnade her as glad 
and as innocent as a child, by her introduction into a 
world where she would learn her own loveliness, be 
sullied by flattery, see hoUowness, artifice^ frivolity, 
all of which she never dreamt now, and be taught 
either joy from other hands than his own, or the pain 
from which he would have no power to shield her. 

" Some time — ^yes," he answered, slowly ; " thougjh 
she will learn nothing by wider freedom save what is 
best unlearnt. She must be introduced, and presented, 
and all the rest, of course ; but there is no haste for 
that. She is so young yet ; and whilst she is happy 
here, she is better here." 

His mother was silent too for a while. I have aaid 
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that Strathmore had at no time given her more than 
a chill regard and a conrteons respect ; he was not a 
man to be bound by or to feci any of these ties, but 
she loyed him— loved him better since she had shud- 
dered at his crime and aided his atonement. She was 
silent ; then she moved towards him, and laid her 
hand lightly on his shoulder, a hand like his own — 
long, fair, delicate to the touch, yet never to he shaken 
from its grasp, the hand which seems instinctively 
formed to hold Power. 

^ Strathmore^ forgive me if what I say pains you ; 
you know how deeply I should grie\"c to do so ; but as 
Lucille grows older, a question occurs to me which 1 
never remembered during her infancy* All those who 
see her, believe her parentage foreign, and never 
dream of looking beyond the fact that she is an 
oxphan, and a ward of yours and of mine. But — ^if 
men meet her who learn to love her, th^ may look 
closer, and to wliusocver becomes her husband in the 
futm^e you must tell the history of her true name and 
fate.'' 

Strathmore almost started, and a look of distaste 
and repugnance passed over his face : the young life 
which had been to him like a child-angel of atonement 

looked to liiiii too sacred for the sensual thoughts of 
love to approachi or the touch of a lovec^s kiss to 
profane. 

"Love? Marria^? They are desecration to 
associate with that young innocent child," he said, 
impatiently. "Let her love^ as she doee^ the waves 
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and llie Infds and the flowen; Hasj are tfae ooty 

tliijigs pure enough for her. Ow brute passiuns liave 
aotliing in common witklier," 

^ Still: — anleai ahe weoe cxmsigned to caimaitiial 
secliLsion — it will be impossible to prevent the love of 
men from fastening on her bynand-byf" 

^Tnie: but it will be time enough to speak of tfaait 
whenever her own heart is touched.** 

There was the look in his e}'es which ever came 
there when his will was crossed; but Xiadj Castle- 
men^s will was as vesolute as his own. She pursued 
the subject : 

^ Bat in the event I naiRe, to one to whom Lucille 
nBj be betrothed in the fotsre, Iter pamitage most 

be made known. Has this never struck you 1 '* 
^'I see what yoa mean ; bat it shall never be so.** 
The reply was calm, bat it was mflenble. Ir ins 
heart he swore that none should «ver loasm that fatal 
secret, nmie ever glean the power to niafold to her 
that lie whom she caressed and vevered, and honooied 
and prayed for as the guardian and giver of her evety 
joy^ had been the destroyer of her father. 
^ But how can it be avoidedt ^ 
Tn his cold fathomless eyes she saw the evil look 
glitter darker and darker, which would have been 
mstrained to none saye herself, and be answered her 
cliilliiv: 

" With tliat T will deal whenev^ the time comes, 
Snflice it^ I shall nev<er pennit any to leam «r aeont 
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whick 28 buiied for evei^ ai much by hiB irHl as by 
mine." 

blie mused a moment over his words : 
^Then/' she said, slowly, ^then — liocille must 
ved with some one who mn^ love hee too well to ask 

her descent j there are few w^hu love thiuj, iStiuth- 
more.'' 

He looked at her in impatience^ in smrprise^ in 

curiosity: 

u "VYi^j talk ai love at all i To think of marriage 
for her lodes tome as prmature^ as k seems polhilioRl 
In the sechuiQB in which you live here yon select aU 
her acquamtaiice, aud she meets uone who can whisper 
to her of what she does not herself dreaoL'' 

^ Perhaps not ; hnt there is one here who ma^ 
do so." 

^ Yes ; my grandson loves her : he scarce knows it 

himself, they have been so long together, from her 
infancy; botlknowit; and some hoar or other, im- 
pfemeditated and invohmtarilyy he may discover his 

own secret and utter it to her." 

^* A Ijoy's puling fancy I a lad's moonstruck sick- 
ness ! Why have him here if he mnst taint the air 
she breathes with the miserable maundering of senti- 
ment?" 

He spdce with intoleraiity coixtemptaons impatieiDoe^ 
his shght, bitter smile upon his lips, chill and disdain- 
ful; it incensed him more than he showed, that this 
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youth sliould have dared to dream of love in associa- 
tion with Lucille, should have dared to desecrate with 
his amorous follies the opening life which seemed too 
pme for any coarser touch of earth. 

" My home is Lionel s, ' answered Lady Oastlemere, 
brieflyand coldly, for her grandson was as dear to her 
as Lucille — ^in truth, more so. What he feels for 
her would not merit the harsh and scornful words vou 
^▼6 to it; his love is like much £r8t love,^timid^ 
shrmldng, delicate^ most reverential. He would 
breathe no ^vord in her ear lie would not speak in my 
presence, and he holds her in most perfect tenderness. 
It is an affection which has grown with his growUi ; 
he is not conscious yet of its force ; but a word, a 
moment, may reveal his own heart to him, and then 
— cannot answer for his silence." 

Secure it then. Send birn on the Continent, or 
to Egypt, till the Oxford Term. I forbid a boy's 
maudlin sentimentalitjr to desecrate her ear.'' 

"Nello's love is purer than most older men's !" said 
his mother, with a sigh. " And I do not see the 
necessity to banish it wholly until we know that she 
would not respond to it 

« Respond to it!" 

Strathmore echoed the words half in derision, half 
in incredulity, wholly with anger; around Lucille the 

only holy feeling which bis nature had ever kiunMi 
had gathered so much that was hallowed, pure, and 
of profound sadness, that for any passion to approach 

her seemed like profanation, and fur any other hand 
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to attempt to wrest her from his guardianship looked 

sacrilegious theft, 

" Why should she not ? Though a boy to you, he 
is not so to her. She feels for him a loving affection^ 
bom with infancy, which may well deepen into what 
would be the safest and happiest love which she can 
know. His character is known to me as no other^s 
can be ; it is one to which her peace might be securely 
trusted j and Avith hiin the impediment which would 
surely arise with any other man could not occur; he 
would never dream of inquiring more deeply into her 
history. There are many reasons that induce me to 
think Nello's love— if she can feel any for him — 
would be the calmest haven we could secure for her* 
I leave the matter in your hands, you are her guardian ; 
but I know that her happiness and peace are too parsr 
mount with you for you not to weigh them well. 
Pardon me if I suggest, Cecil, that it would be well 
neither to fetter her until she is old enough to know 
her own hearty and has had larger experience^ nor, on 
the other hand, to banish wholly either luni from her, 
or hope from him, lest thus you should shipwTeck what 
else would be a tranquil and shadowless love f These 
matters seem beneath you, but they are not so^ since 
you have made that young child's peace your care." 

'^Nothing is beneath me which can bestow on her 
a moment's joy, or spare her a moments pang." 

The brief words were the truth; to screen or to 
gladden the life which he felt to hold in wardship 
from the Dead, he would have given his own; for in 
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this maa'B heart as there were ^ depths whieh sank 

to lowest hell," so there were also ^bei^ts which 
reached to highest heayen.'^ He spoke no more, but 
stood silent, terolTing many thoughts — lihon^ts 
whicli had but quq centre and one goal : Lncille's 
futoce peace. 

As. he went to his own chamher, half an hour af ter- 
wards, he met her on the wide staircase ; she was 
dressed for the evening, and about her hair was 
wreathed a chain of delicate shells of a rare kind and 
opal hue : tliey formed a graceful ornament, and he 
noticed them as lie paused. 

^^Oh, thejr ace Nelld's shdls!" she answered, 
laughing. " Are the v not pretty ? He brought them 
from the elilEs to-day, and risked his life to get them. 
He aaid so sadly thai he could not give me costly 
pearls like jonrs, that I told Babette to string them 
on a Tricliinopoly cliain, and fasten bade my hair 
with thaoi. I knew he would be pleaeed*** 

The words stradc lum as they wonM not have done 
but for others he bad lately keard. lie looked down 
into h^ fair ejes^ bow glad and Isoghingy yet m 
whose dsptibs a sadness ever lay, deep, yet imde- 
finable : 

You km thiaboy, LadlleP 

« Oh, dearly I 

She tspuke warmly, earnestly, for the companion of 
her childhood waa^ indeed^ very dear to her; and of 
''love/' in men's and women's sense^ LBdlle knew 
nothingi scarce its name, save as it waii written to her 
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— ^vagiie, mjsterioaSy solemn, gloriens— -in iite pages 
of Dante and his brother poets. Strathmore passed 
his hand over her brow with a gentle caress^ ami went 
cawwed in deep tboaig^t. It was stnnge how this 
hol^* feelin^y which hod grown oot of his trust 
from ErroU, penetrated and intertwined a life which 
seemed, in aU otiitr te^iects^ chili asice^ hnpenetrahle 
as steel, and filled to the brim with insatiate ambitioa, 
worldly wisdom, and power which was not seldom, as 
vnserapidoiialjr son^it as it was impeaooslj^ wieldecL 
It was singular how in the cold jet Testless, snocessftil 
yet insatiate, caUous yet embittered, career of the 
Statesman, this soHtaiy, pure, and chastened tcndeay 
ness had been sown aad rooted* Lndlle was the sole 
hving thino; he loved, Lucille tlic sole livinrv thinfj he 
would not have trampled down ia his path unheeding; 
and a siddy smseief Jim came crer hun as he tiioagfat 
that, however he had thus far fulfilled her falhei's 
trast, iier future must pass into the case of others 
wkom it would be bqmd liis pewer teeoarfaxil; that^ 
with whalevfsr gratitude, rererenci^ and lover she 
maw x^arded him, the time must come wh^ her 
goaxdiaii nmat surencler her to Irar hnshand, and the 
joy ol her fife be gbren front other handa^ and other 
Hps, than his. 

^ Caryll, I need a few wordfl with ymu Will yon 

conie hither 

tStrathmore stood oatside one of the dining-room 
windows snuikfiig on the lawn wiihoial,. while his 
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secretaxy and his nephew lingered over the olives. 
Valdor was away on some legality connected with 

i 

Torlynne. The young man rose and went to him 
instantly, where he stood in the moonlight; Strath- 
more held him at a distance, and Gaiyll feared^ 
almost disliked liiin — all youths of his age did. 
The graoefol negligence^ the haughty oonrtesies, 
more cold in their snavity than their omission coold 
ever have been, the subtle bitter sneer, tlie profound 
knowledge^ felt rather than ever shown — all these 
awed and repulsed them, apart from the lofty and 
glittering fame which surrounded the successful and 
inscrutable Minister. 

"Walk away from the windows, if you please," 
said Strathinore, as lie moved across the grass. At 
the bottom of the La^Mi he turned and glanced at his 
nephew. «Soy Oaryil, I hear yon love my young 
ward — is it true ? ** 

At the suddenness of the personal and merciless 
question, spoken, moreover, in that soft, haimonioos 
voice of which every inflection could cut as coldly as 
an ice wind, Nello was speechless ; he coloured to the 
temples, and his eyes dropped shyly as a girl's ; his 
love was sacred to him, and he dreaded his inquisitor. 
In the light of the moon Strathmore's eyes studied 
him searchingly, and the politician, accustomed to read 
men's thoughts at a glance, read the youth's heart to 
its depths. He smiled, unconsciously, contemptuously : 
his nature was unsympathetic, and for the timidity and 
poetry of yonng love he had no compasBian— he had 
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never kno\vn them himself — and here, as well as a 
foolery, they looked a prof anily. 

CM arrcMsiBse h m tacea, parla aaaai," 

he said, with the derisive coldness which was as terri- 
ble as a knif e-thnist to the ardent, sensitive, imveiled 
heart of the boy, who shrank under the glance and 
the tone, as a prisoner under the cold .^teel of the 
inquisiton And may I ask on what grounds you 
have upbuilt your romance, or what right you have 
to presume to build it at all ? ** 

The hot hhiah. died o£t young Gaiyirs face, leaving' 
it veiy pale : he had scarce known his love himself,* 
until these abrupt and merciless (questions tlirew their 
light upon it, 

*^ Sight ? " he said, hesitatingly and hurriedly. I 
have no rii^ht, sir — scarcely hope." 

" ^ Scarcely ! ' Then you cherish some ? " 

His eyes, with a chill disdain slumbering in their 
depths, fastened in relentless watch upon liis ncpliew's 
face, till tlie painful flush and pallor kept chanrring 
there like a woman's. It was a terrible ordeal to 
Lionel Caiyll to have his heart probed and bared by 
this negligent, callous, pitiless, polished man of the 
world ! 

"Who does not, sir, who loves t'* he murmured, 
almost indistinctly. 

Then you think that Lucille gives you hope f " 
The questions were put coldly, carelessly, but with 
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an autliorlty wliicli seemed to the youth to wrench 
answers from him whether he would or not. 

"Yes — no — I cannot tell — I dare not sav," he 
muttered, hurriedly. " She is very gentle to me, 
but that she is to all things ; she loves me, I know, 
but it may be only as a brother. Still — still — ^with 
time, I fancy — and she wore my shells in her hair to- 
night 

His cold smile played a moment about Strathmore's 
lips. To this man, whose soul had been drunk long 
ago with the madness of passion, and was now steeped 
in the intoxication of power, the shyness and the 
romance of a first love seemed puling puerile senti- 
ment. 

"You consider you have hope," he said, chillily. 
"Whether founded or unfounded, time will show. 
And now, how much of this ^ love' have you presumed 
to whisper to my ward without my permission ? " 

" Not a syllable ! " said the young man, eagerly. 
The interrogation roused his pride, and made him 
shake off the awe which he felt for the man who 
stood there, smoking in the moonlight, with his 
searching glance fixed on him, and his point-»blank 
questions dealing, without s^nnpathy or compassion, 
with what was to him the very core and goal of his 
life. " Not a syllable, I swear, Sir ! I have never 
let her dream of any other feeling than that with 
which we played together in her infancy. I would 
not — I dare not — she is too sacred in my eyes. 
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To speak of love to her would seem prof anotioKi ; to 
thiiik of it, does almost 1 

He spoke hurriedly but eamestly^.ond with all the 
delicacy and tenderness which charactezised a love 
that his own temperament, and Lucille*s early years, 
had both tended to make raiher reverential than im- 
petuous, rather poetic than passionate, such as the 
young knights of Arthur's Code felt for some holy 
and lofty love, their guiding-star from afar off, but 
beyond the reach of grosser desire. 

His answer found favour with Strathraore, and 
softened the haughty and scornful intolerance with 
which he had hitherto regarded the yoimg nuof s 
attachment ; he perceived at a glance that here there 
would be no maudlin romance, no sickly sentiment 
to brush the bloom off the fair opming Ie&;ves of 
Ludlle's young heart. He was silent, and paced up 
and down for a few moments, musing on his ne- 
phew*s reply; then he paused, and looked on the 
young frank face in the moonlight, while GaiylTs 
eyes met his, fearlessly now, though a boyish flush 
was hot on his temples. 

^ You are perfectly right," he said, briefly. " Tarn 
glad yon have so mucli perception and so much re- 
ticence. To have tak^ advantage of your position 
and opportunites to usurp her ear, without having 
received my permission, I should have considered 
very unwarrantable, and should have resented pro* 
portionately. As it is, yon consider that yon haive 
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some gi'ouiids for hope, and I am aware myself that 
Lucille holds you in sincere affection; whether it 
may ever ripen to more, neither you nor I can tell, 
and I distinctly forbid any attempt to force it pre- 
maturely to do so.'* 

Young Caryll bent his head silently; he felt power- 
less against this serene, inflexible %vill, and he knew 
that Strathmore^ as her guardian^ had a right to speak 
as he would. 

" You understand? Now listen further. For two 
years I forbid any attempt to speak of love to her, or 
to secure her own. I do not interdict to you such 
means as may warrantably foster her affection for 
you; to do so would be unjust, but you must neitlier 
rouse nor fetter her heart in Bsxy way. At the end of 
that time she will be old enough to make her own 
choice, audshe will have seen a wider world than this ; 
you can then say to her what you will. If it prove 
that the hope you now cherish is legitimate, and if 
she find that you are dearer than any one lias, or 
could, become to her — if, in a word, her happiness 
depend on you — will sanction your suit. Give me 
your word to keep the silence I exact?** 

Nello hesitated a moment. Two years 1 It looked 
an eternity I But an influence was upon him he 
could not resist. He had feared Strathmore before, 
now he felt his power; he 9aw, moreover, that the 
words were gentle and were just, and he bowed his 
head and gave the pledge. 

Strathmore paused a brief time, looking at him 
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keenly, and taking gauge of his character — a gauge 
which satisfied him tliat Lady Castlemere had been 
right in her estiinate of her grandson. 

Very well" he continued. ^Meanwhile, I will 
assist your career, so that should you ultimately be 
nnited to Lucille^ your position may be honourable 
for her. You leave Oriel in the spring 1 My mothei^s 
wealth is so tied that slie can mve you little or no- 
thing, and you must make your own way in hfe. But 
I will return you for a seat in the House, and I will 
allow you such an income as vnW give you your inde- 
pendence, and leave you unshackled. It Svill rest 
with yourself then to become worthy of Lucille, and 
such as I should trust with the care of her future.** 

Young Caryll looked at him, bewildered, incredu- 
lous, distrusting his own senses. He had heard of 
Strathmore's ascetic indifference to wealth, and the 
generosity with which he gave it to others, but for 
' himself he had had scarcely passing notice from him, 
and he listened dreamily, marvelling whether his 
dread had been error, and if beneath the chill and 
satiric suavity of manner there lay compassion and 
warmth. Words broke from him, full of tiie gratitude 
he felt, eager, breathless, fervid, elocjuunt from their 
simple truth and depth, and tremulous both with 
surprise and emotion. To the sanguine and dauntless 
heart of youth what luminous glory streamed over all 
his future with Strathmore^s words! For youth knows 
aBd fe»8 nothing of two barrier, in Life's path, 
which men call Death and Failure. 
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Strathmore arrested him in the midst of his urarm 
protest of deathless gratitude, for the nature of the 

man was too true to a^:sumc a virtue it had not. 

No thanks," he said, coldly. I in no way .merit 
them from jovu It is not any feeling towards yoiip- 
self for wlncli you need be grateful^ it is tiimply for 
her sake, not yours. You deem it possible tiiat 
Xiueille may love you ; I desire that her love should 
be shadowless. I should have said the same to any 
other man of your youth, and of your hopes; what 
she may prize, I desire to make worthy of her." 

The woicU fell on the young man's warm, eager 
heart, just lain bare in all its agitated gratitude, like 
an ice*tonch ; and it closed, shrinking and troubled. 
Yet a certain tone in Strathmore*s voice, even and 
tranquil though it was, struck on him ; he fancied 
that in it, with all its chiUness, all its calmness, there 
was somethinii: as of repressed pain, lie was silent, 
hesitating, and embarrassed ; but his nature was 
candid, and he spoke on his impulse. 

" Lord Cecil, may 1 ask you one question ? " 

Strathmore turned as he was moving away. 

« Certainly." 
Then — *then — ^in my love for Lucille I have yomr 
full sanction, your cordial wishes '\ " 

*<^'Onlhe conditions I have named — yes. I have 
told you so. Why ask t " 

"♦Because — because," murmured Caryll, indis- 
tincdy and impulsively — because I have sometimes 
fancied, sir — ^forgive me if I offend you — ^that your 
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solicitude for her, your kindness towards her were so 

great, that jou might have other views for her wo- 
manhood—'* 

^ Other views I I do not comprehend yon.'' 
Tlic laiifTiiid coldness of tone froze the boy's heart, 
as if it were gripped by an iron hand; but the im- 
pulse which impelled him was stronger than even em- 
bMiiassnient, timidity, or awe, and his words broke out 
iiivoluntaiily : 

thought^ my lard, that — that — perhaps yoa 
brought her up to wed her yourself when she should 
be of age? She is so lovely; and guardians have 

married their wards ^' 

He paused, terror-struck at the effect of his words. 
Strathmore started, as though a shut had hit liim ; 
and in the snmmer moonlight his face grew death- 
white, as "with the spasm of some nngovemabb 
horror. 

" / wed her — II Good God 1 yon do not know 
what you say ^ 

For the hrst time in his life Lionel Caryll saw the 
veil rent asunder, the steel armour pierced — ^for the 
first time he saw the equable tranquillity of Strath- 
raore's habitiuii luaimcr broken clown, and shattered 
into passionate feehug. And he marvelled, wonder- 
stricken and aghast at what his simple words had 
caused ; caused only for an instant \ the next, 
Stratlimore regained self-control. 

" Your fears are very idle^" he said, calmly. "I 
have no taste for marriage ; and the great disparity 
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between Lucille's years and my own is sufficient to 

show you the |nrrr)um[lessness of your su]>pu.sition. 
FultU your share of my conditions honourably, I shall 
fulfil mine towards you. And now go back to Curtis 
and the' olives ; we liavc said enough on this matter." 

Caryll obeyed bini, going slowly across the lawn, 
dissatisfied and troubled, despite the hope which was 
warm at his lieart, and tlic future which beckoned 
before him; he saw tliat there was some mystery 
here which he had never before suspected, and which 
seemed to him hopeless to wrest from the granite soul 
of a man in whose hands he felt like an impotent 
child. The honor which had rung through Stiath- 
more's words — Jwed her—// " — thrilled through his 
memory, too real for the doubt which had tortured to 
longer pursue him ; yet the fear could not wholly be 
banished. By the side of the accomplished and 
courtly Statesman he felt his own inferiority and in- 
significance, and he felt, too, with a lovei^s instinct, 
that Strathmore, despite of, ay! eyen increased 
thi'ough the years which he had named, had all which 
most fatally fascinates women to love^ where they 
meet no pity and no response. The words he had 
heard, the look he had seen, had declared his diead 
not alone improbable, but impossible ; yet that dread 
he could not wholl}' abandon, it dung to him heavily, 
wearily, as he re-entered the lighted rooms. And yet 
it was not for one moment that he doubted that his 
unde had spoken the truth. 

Fvr some munieiit^ Strathmore ^Yalked to and fro 
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in tlie still night. His nephew^s question hnd strack 
on liis ear with horror, almost in loathing. His hand 
stained with her f ather^s blood, touch her own with a 
husband's caress ! Her ikir innocence learn to rest in 
its holy sleep on the heart whicli imprisoned so dark 
a secret I He seek her, wed her — lie ! the assassin of 
both the lives from which had sprang her own ! He 
recoiled from the thouf^ht thus suddenly and un- 
wittingly bidden before him, recoiled, sickened and 
horror-stricken. It looked to him abhorred as crime, 
accursed as inc est I lie thrust it from him in its mere 
harmless suggestion a& men thrust the first dawn of 
some hateful guilt. 

Xot that it liad temptation for him ; it had 
none. Lionel Car^^H's doubt was groundless. Sti'ath- 
more's feeling for liudlle^ while it was the only 
tender, was also the only pure, feeling he had ever 
kno\\Ti; her father s could not have been more com- 
pletely unsullied than his, and the profound melan* 
choly which mmgled with it served but to make it 
more hallow ed. The repressed pain which his nephew 
had detected beneath the cold tranquillity of his tones 
was not due to the spring to which NeUo traced it, 
but simj)ly to tliat sense of reluctance that any other 
should have the moulding or marring of her fate, 
that sense of loss at the knowledge that hereafter 
others would usurp alike her affections and her guar- 
dianship, which had come upon him after the words 
of his mother. 

He bad spoken to young Caryll in the manner he 
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had done, from bk belief m the posBibilily that 

Lucille might centre her peace in the youth's h)ve, 
and his inteution that notliiug which his own fore- 
sight could provide for or agoiiist should ever bar the 
way to lier happiness. But it had cost him some 
effort, for his sense of atonement to ErroU lay in his 
knowledge that he made her life bright and pure as 
sunlight, and to surrender it to other keeping was to 
inijn ril, perchance to shipwreck, what alone coidd 
.giTB him power to say when he lay upon his death- 
bed, ^' I have atoned ! " 

It had been this paiu which had been carefully 
repressed throughout his interview with his young 
nephew, it was this dread which weighed on him 
where he paced the lawn in the moonlight alone. 
Strathmore was a man of action and of power, a 
ruler amongst men, who crushed mercilessly all 
which opposed him, and bent all who came beneath 
his influence with an unerring and resisdeas hand ; 
who deified Will, and believed that every man as be 
is devil, so he may be also God unto himself. And 
yet for the first time, as he paced in his solitaiy walk 
through the fresh summer night, with the sounding 
of the sea in the bilence, a vague foreboding passed 
over him that he might be powerless to control the 
mystical ebb and flow of fate, that to the craving 
agony of a ^ ain remorse, expiation might be denied 
and shattered at the last ! 

Lucille was alone when Strathmore entered the 
drawing-room, half lying on a low couch with that 
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mtfol grace with which a young fawn throws itself 

down to repose when tired by its play. He paused 
a moment, looking at her as the silvery li^it of the 
candelahra fell on her where she lay, her head resting 
on her arm, her lashes shadowing her cheeks, which 
were slightly flashed — ^this dawning fragile life, with 
its bloom delicate as the bloom of a rose-leaf, and its 
strenrrth slijjht as the fndhiess of the hiirubeil ^yhich 
one rude touch withers, how easily it might he 
wrecked^ how easily crushed ! It was 'a frail argosy 
in "which to place and peril the expiation of a crime, 
heavy, blood-stained, bitter as the fratricide which 
slew Smerdis in the dark days of olden Egypt 

He approached, and bent over her, 

" My darling, are you not well ^ " 

Her eyes nnclosed| and the touching sadness ever 
on her face in repose, beamed away in the sunlight of 
her father's smile. 

<(0h yes. I am neyer ill| you know. I feel a 
little tired sometnnes, that is all. Do come and sit by 
me, x\ ill you, and not go away ? '* 

Burely. But you should not feel this tire^ Lucille, 
at your age ; lassitude is weakness.'* 

She laughed brightly. 

"Not with me. When have I had a day's ill 
health! Who could have, the side of the free, 

strong, beautiful sea? I am only tii'ed, and I was 

lying thinking. Lord Cecil ^ 

<^Andaf what!" 

Her eyes dwelt on him loviiigly, reverently in their 
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dai'k and mournful beauty, and her voice was hushed 
in its earnestness. 

" I was thinking of how great you are, and how 
good ; and how you who sway men with your word, 
and empires with your will, yet have so much care, 
and thought, and love for me." • • 

" Good ! " He echoed the word with the hittemess 
of anguish ; he had trained himself to bear all these 
things from her lips, and had sedulously fostered the 
reverence and gratitude she felt for him, but none 
the less did they cut him to the soul ; and now and 
then, even his will of steel and his long-worn visor 
could not conceal the spasm of a struck wound, of a 
wakened conscience. His voice had a thrill of 
mingled pain and tenderness in it now as he stooped 
towards her : 

"Never give that word to anything which I do, 
Lucille, least of all to what I do for you. You know 
that you arc dear to mc for — your father's sake." 

" I know ; but I cannot love you less, but more, 
because you loved him so well," she said, softly, while 
her hand nestled into his, and drew it caressingly 
closer to her. At the clinging touch and the gentle 
words, the brand of crime, seared on the soul of the 
murderer quivered, as the brand of fire quivers in the 
living flesh of the doomed. 

Yet he sat there, calm still, letting his hand lie in 
hers, and his lips wear the words with which he ever 
spoke of the dead; for his strength was great to 
endure. 
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True, I loyed liim well,** he said, gently ; ^ and 
so would you have done ; Lucille, you do not fprget 
him; you think of him fondly^ sometimes^ as though 
you had known him — as though he were living 

now?" 

Ah, yes," she murmured, softly. I think of 
you hoth, think of you together ; you have told me 

of him until I know him so well, and when I kneel 
down I often pray to God to let me see his face, and 
hear his ToicOy in my dreams, as well as yours. And 
He does." 

Strathmore sat silent ; his hand lying in hers, his 
heart smitten by those innocent and childlike words, 
as by the stroke of the avenging angeL 

Your dreams are more merciful to you than th'e 
life which robbed you of him," he said, cahnly and 
gently, for he snffered without allowing one sign to 
escape, or one blow to be spared him, " Love your 
father's name better than mine^ Ludlle, He is more 
worthy it than L** 

Lucille could not love anything better than you," 
she said, musingly, while her earnest, wistful eyes 
fondly studied his face wilh that regard which he had 
noticed as too mournful and too deeply contempla- 
tive for her years, when, as a little child, she had 
asked why he snffered, on the seanshore. Where 
was it that he died, Lord Cecil, and how 1 You have 
never told me that." 

He died abroad." 

And were you with hunt" 
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« Yes/' 

« DM he suffer?" 

A dight qiuTer shook his Yoioe : 

I Ifope to Gk)d, no.** 
" He died happily, then V* • 
He died at peace with all, even with those who 
injured him. Not happy, sinoe — sinoe he left yoor 
mother scarce older than vou are now.** 
Liuciile sighed, a hashed, broken si^ 
No — and his death w«s hers. I think J should 
die of a great gi'ief, as my tauic curlew did when his 
sister-bird was killed by the eagle. He oould not 
liv«; vrhj should he? Thece was no joy in die air, 
or the sea, or the sky, when what he loved was* 
taken." 

SHie was silent, her hand clinging caoressingly to 

Strathmore's, as her eyes grew wistful with thoughts 
too poetic and too deep for her years. He rose, in- 
Yohintarily; 

" Hush, Lucille I No grief shall ever touch you I 
Why think of what cannot, what shall not, come 
ni^ you? Axe tiiose letters ? Is the ereningmail 
oamef' 

" Oh yes; those are yours. But come and sit by 
me. to read them. Do 1 

He obeyed her : inflexible as bronze to any other, 
a wish of Lucille was sacred to him. As her guardian, 
he had commanded that her desire dionld never be 
disputed nor disappointed, and to himself^ when with 
her, he allowed it to be law. A nature less pure, less 
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loying, leas incapable of being warped to egotiam or 

t)a*aiiny than hers, might have been iniined by this 
limitless iii diligence ; with Lucille it bad. no effect, 
save diat of rendering ber affections more cbngmg' 
and deeply rooted,^d ber cbaraoter more tender and 
dependent; the very luxuriance of its beauty was 
fostered by tbe warmtb it basked in^ if it were mom 
certain to be blighted at the first sweep of ftiost'or 
Sturm. She lay still watching Ixim, while be sat beside 
ber breaking the seals of bis correspondence. His 
face wore no evil traits to ber ; sbe only saw it» powers 
its intellect, its profound melancholy; sbe only saw 
that tbe eyes so cold^ tbe lips so moving to otheos, 
for ber ever wore gentile smiles and generons words. 
" Je n'en puis rien faire — ces traits ont toutes lea 
plus grandes qualify et. tons les pins grands- vices," 
a French scul] tor had onoe said, casting down, his 
calliope and chisel before a bust of Stratlmiore. But 
Lucille only saw tlie nobler, and saw none of tbe 
darker meaning,, and she lay lodkmg at him lovingly, 
reverently, silently : she was ne^-er more truly ha])])y 
than thus. And as he sat thus, beside ber couch,, 
Yaldor, who had that moment letnmed and entered 
the- drttmng-room, looked at them unperceived, and 
wondered afresh, as he had done before, what secret 
this cotdd be which united Strathmore to tiiis young 
gbl, and which made a man ordinarily negligent in 
manner, indi^erent to all human affections, and solely 
devoted to ambition and power, be tender towaxds 
her as a woman, submit to all her gentk caprices, 
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f cnrestal her lightest wish, and watch wiih pleasure for 

lier slightest smile. It was a nivstery wliich he could 
not fathom. Strathinore, ghiucing upward, read his 
thoughts. Valdor looked keenly at him, to note if he 
resented liaving thus been seen; he might as well 
have sought to note the marble features of the Parian 
bust near him move and speak ! 

Strathmoi'e was never betrayed into an unspoken 
expression of what he felt ; he was calmly and im- 
passively impenetrable. He did not move now, but 
smOed a courteous welcome to his friend, and spoke 
of some political news which the day mail had 
brought* 

But he remembered the look with which the frank 
liemi Cinquiste had gazed at himself and Lucille, 
and the words he had spoken th^ night before, of 
surprise at her having never visited White Ladies ; 
and he acted on both. 

liucille, White Ladies will be full next month^" 
he said, vnih a sHght smile, the next morning lookii^ 
up from his letters where they sat at breakfast, the 
sunlight flickering through the screen of foliage and 
roses which overhung the Elizabethan windows. 

She looked up eagerly, a flush on her cheeks, and 
her lips parted. 

" Would you like to be with us f 

He spoke still with a slight smile, as of a man 
listlessly amused with the bright caprices and easily- 
bestowed pleasures of a child. 

" Oh, Lord Cecil ! 
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She did not say more ; Yaldor and Ids own secre- 
tary were str;ingers to lier, and mtiulgence had never 
made her exacting. 

^ Very well^ then. Plead with my mother, if she 
have no objection, to do rae the honour to come there, 
and bring you with her." 

What a fool I was to suppose he did not wish her 
to visit White Ladies ! My brain must be going, to 
dream such nonsense. That lovely child bewitches 
me!" thought Valdor, as he listened* 

Two days afterwards, Strathmore left for the Oon- 
tinent. These brief visits were all he, a Foreign 
Minister, spared t9 Silver-rest ; he was seldom fatigued 
— never alone; he was absorbed in the keen contest 
for power, and lived, with scarce a week's retirement, 
in the fulness of the world. 

Yaldor remained ; all that he needed to see or do 
at Torlynne could have been seen and done in a 
week's time, but he stretched it over almost to the 
time at which Strathmore would be at White Ladies, 
and he should go thither with the rest of the autumn 
guests. The French noble had no pastoral tastes; 

jSara de FariSf hors du mondej'' was most essentially 
his creed ; the sounding of the sea6 and the soft wild 
beauty of the western coast had no music and no 
charm for him ; a woeur^ a state-conspirator^ a man 
of fashion, he was customarily wearied and impatient 
at a day's detention in any other world than liis own. 
Yet he stayed on, in, or near the solitudes of Silver^ 
rest. 

VOL. II. T 
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He WAS captiTaAed the child-beauty, liie q>iritoa], 

unconscious loveliness, wlilcl) he had first seen among 
the lilies of the valley, flowers whose grace and fra- 
ffSky were like her own. He waa at onee enohamed 
ajid held in check by it; to lAiiille he could not 
speak of love, or even of compiimeuty as he would 
have done to others, they seemed prof aaatioii ; yet he 
betjran to feel f<jr her ii far holier and more endurins; 
tenderness than he, a wit and a vuiuptuary, had before 
known* She was silent with liim ; except with those 
whom she knew well, she had something of the soft 
shyness of the half-tamed fawn, and lier nature was 
one of tiioee^ poetic, intro^tective, deeply thoughtf ul, 
and meditatiye far beyond th^ years, which speak 
but to few, and only find utterance when moved by 
the voice that they respond to^ as the ^olisn chords 
only echo to the touch of certain winds. But it was 
this which was newest to him ; it gave liim much to 
conquer, and he saw that whoever would win her 
heart must never startle it rudely from its innooent 
rest, but wind his wny gently and slowly, lie felt as 
both btrathmore, a cold and negligent Statesman, and 
Gaiyll, a romantic and unworn youth, had equally 
done, that "love" was no word to whisper to Lucille, 
and that, grasped too quickly or too boldly, the sensi-* 
tive plant would surely dose and recoil. 

But Valdor had never failed, and his nature was 
sanguine; therefore he stayed on near bUvtu-rest, 
and learned a purer passion than he had ever known, 
while he listened to die young girl's voice, that was 
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low and sweet as the lulling of the seas ; or watched 
her, himself unseen, where she sat gazing on the 
changing face of the waters, with the deep shadow of 
iyy-hnng rocks above, and snnlit sands stretching 
before her; or heard her songs rising in mellow 
evening air, with some sad, wild German legend or 
rich cathedral chant for their bnrden ; or won her to 
speak to him of the things in which her eyes and her 
heart — ^those at once of a poet and a child, an artist 
and a dreamer — fonnd beauty and delight : the dlvery 
flush of a seagull's wing, a bird resting on a lu rtther 
spray, a crested wave leaping in the lighi^ a trailing 
coil of foiestF-leaves. 

Strathmore had made provision for the early, guile- 
less, hesitating love of the boy Nello ; he had made 
none — conH have made none — against the more 
subtle, more eloquent, and more tutored tenderness 
of the man who had been beside him when he had 
slain her father, while in the west^the son had set, in 
the dead years long gone. 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

'^BEIZED, IN THE NAME OF THE EMPEBOB.** 

It was past midnight^ in the salon ou deuxQme, in 

the Rue Beaujon. 

The hghts were many, and in their dazzle tlie warm 
nnanoesy the ros&-tendre hnesi the oimoln, the minors^ 
the smoking-conches, made an enticing fourberia delta 
scetut in its own Hoiid^ demi-monde sl^le. The air 
was heavy with the odonrs of wine from the supper- 
room, whose folding-doors stood open, and with the 
perfume of that chill um which was a speciality of the 
Kue Beaujon^ and which some who smoked it averred 
to be delirioas as Monte Christo's hatchis. Two or 
three tables stood about the roonij and round each 
were grouped some lialMozen me% yomig attaches^ 
soldiers^ bankers, £nglishme% or nonveanx riches, 
few if any of them over thirty, some wanting ten 
years of it, and all flush of money, or they would have 
found no entrance there. At one table they were play- 
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ing Trente^t-Un, at the other Trente-et-Qiiarante, 
at a higher maximum than is permitted at Baden, 
gros jeUf where the colours revolved and the gold 
heaps changed, swift as thought in a dizzy whirl, and 
swifter than the thought of many could follow them. 
For the gaming which is forhade puhlicly will, like 
every other dangerous instinct, be indulged in secresy ; 
and the play in the Kue Beaujon was greedily sought 
after sappers that left the pulse heated with fiery 
wines, and the reason little able to baffle the intrica* 
cies of hazard. It had inudc luaiiy a career beg- 
gared and ruined, ending in the Faubourg d'Enier 
with crosBin^weepez^s rags, where it had begun in 
the Boulevard des Capucines with a thousand-franc 
breakfast ; and it caused not a few lives to cease by a 
pistol-shot in the Bois de Vincennes, or an overdose of 
morphine in the grey early dawn. 

The play was at its liighest, the stakes enonnous, 
the gold on the tables flashed and glittered under the 
light which was thrown back from the rose hangings 
and the gilded walls ; the heavy odours of the wines 
flUed the air with an intoxicating aroma, and- the 
wreaths of smoke still cnrled in spirituous vapour, 
though tlie hookahs had been left, while iiuw and then 
the hazard went on in a dead silence, only broken by 
the formula of the cards; and oftener was played in 
a mad whirl, a reckless rotation, in the noise of wild 
jests and riotous laughter and unbridled hcence of 
words from brains half drunk. 

And she who was the evil Circe of this evil Avemus, 
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with a glance wotild tarn attention from the cards^ 
till — ^too late — the stake was lost; or with a smile 
would daze and dasaOe aomeiumce tiU hiagold pound 
in showers into the bai^; or with some gay mot, 
which still rang with something of tlie old moqueur, 
bewitching wit^ would raise a lau^ at the li^t mo- 
ment, till her confederate~-who played croupior for 
the nonce — raked in by rouleaux the money of 
the tyro. ^Men who tempt, and^wamen who aie 
tempted!" So runs the old haekneyed, maudlin, 
tiireudbai'e dictum, much akin to the time-worn 
opddsm which runs, the Pagans who persecuted^ 
and lite Christians who were mar^nred — as if them 
were not six of the one aud six of the other ! Pshaw I 
lea^ve formularies aaide^ good world^ and open. youB 
ejes. Women, from Eve downwaixls, haire been 
First Tempters, and the tempters among them make 
up half the ranks of their $ex, subtle wooers and 
destroyers of then: hundreds. 

Li the light, with the bloom of ai*t uj)on her face 
and the lustre of art lent to her eyes,, with mock 
diamonds gUttering where^once the eosdy sapphires 
of a peeress had lain, with the eiuiuitfl coverin*^ the 
deep haggard lines, and a smile haimting the lips 
with the mocking shadow of its old resistless witchery, 
there was some loveliness still : though ghastly — with- 
out its youth ; though wrecked most piteoualy — ^to 
those who had known her in ihe years of her glory; 
though fearful in the story which it told — to those 
who paused to read it. There was loveliness still. 
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thongh a wretched travesty of that which once had 
been ; tliougli justly and truly looking on it she had 
cried out in her bitterness^ my lost beauty I mj 
lost beantyl" since none who remembered what 
Mai'iou Vavasour once had been, and despised the 
wreck, remembered and despised as utterly as she* 
For this woman, who^was without remorse for hear 
work or conscience for her crimes, had a ceaseless 
misery for tlie social degradation which denied her 
Pride, and for tiie encroaching years which left her 
without Power, since these had been her gods, omni- 
potent and beloved, and were now drifted from her 
reach for ever, never again to be recovered. 

The Mistress of Paris, who had beheld Greece rise 
in arms at the havoc of her loveliness, flung to the 
ribald, brutal crowds of the common soldiery, would 
not more bitterly have felt her degradation than did 
this woman. For, though sensual^ merciless, frail, 
and fatal as She who, in the verse of ^schylus^ 
comfis wiUi Dealii and Havoc following on her love- 
liness, she had loved to reign with imperious will, she 
had loved to veil her infidelities in poetic grace, she 
had' loved to have her foot on the bent neck of a 
prostrate world ; and now — now — she sickened at 
herself; not for her guilt, but for her humiliation; 
not foi; liie deep stain upon her soul, but for her 
broken sceptre, her jeered c^o^vn, her rent and trampled 
pui'ples. 

Is it not this, and no better than this, which now 
and again passes for Remorse? yet which is no more 
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Remorse than its twin-brother^ trembling Fear^ is 

tiue Repentance, 

, Kemorse Marion Vayasour never knew^ and never 
could know ; but anguish for her own lost omnipo- 
tence she did. She knew it now; to-night, while 
the noisy laughs echoed about her, and the reeking 
fumes Med the air of her salpn. Oh I bitterness of 
bitterness ! she, into uhose presence sovereigns had 
humbly sued to come, could not resent the coarsest 
word that was uttered in her presence; she^ at whose 
feet princes had vainly knelt, while statesmen paled 
before the beauty of her smile, must tempt, and court, 
and seek these unfledged youths, these nameless 
idlers ; their witless profanities fouled the ear which 
had once listened to the graceful wit and delicate 
flatteiy of monarojis, their slighting glance con- 
temptuously leered upon the face whose beauty once 
had been the theme of courts, the hymned of prince 
and poet, the torch which lit whatever it passed, to 
love, and feud, and madness. She who hadjruled 
the rulers of the earth, could now be slighted by the 
lowliest I — deadlier than sackcloth and ashes, than 
hempen cord and sheet of penitence, were fhe rouge 
upon her cheek, the laughter upon her lips, the 
mode gem upon her breast, to this woman whose fas- 
tidious pride, whose victorious sway, whose aristocratic 
grace, whose capricious imperious will h&d been as 
haughty and dear to her as those of any anointed 
queen* 

It was long past midnight ; the play was fast and 
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furious; the stakes of frightful enormity; the 
gamesters now and then drank down fiery draughts 
of fierce Boussilion, or above-proof cognac, or poison- 
ous absinthe, and went, madder than before, to the 
wild whirl; the light flashed back from the rose 
hangings and gilded ornaments on to the faces of the 
cards and the heaps ot gold ; and now the game went 
on in a riotous chorus of jest and laughter, and now 
in the dead silence of highnstrung excitement, while 
here and there fell a muttered oath, or twitching lips 
turned pale, as a million of francs was swept away on 
the turn of a colour or the hazard of a card. 

Suddenly on the panels of the door, came a loud 
summons as at the gates of a "barricade, tliuiulering, 
impatient: — many of the gamblers, their brains Le- 
sotted and their reason whirling with the delirium of 
play, scarce heard and did not note it, but he who 
played as croupier grew pale, and ^^th a rapid sign 
began to sweep away the piles of Naps, while the 
Priestess of the Pandemonium, who ere this had 
slaughtered human lives with her skilled lie, and sent 
a murderer out to work her yengeance with crud, 
unfaltering falsehood, stood in the gaslight with the 
unreal smile arrested upon her lips, and her cheek 
quivering slightly under its rouge. 

She knew that the Rouge-et-Noir of the Bue 
Beaujon was discovered beyond concealment ut last. 

" Au nom de la Loi I " 

Sharp and swifb upon the summons for admittance^ 

the door 'was buist open by instruments which 
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wrenched and splintered all the intricate lucks and 
bolts for those little scrupulous of ceremony or tole- 
rant of delay; the gaudy rose porti^!B was tibrnst 
aside hy rough hands, which dashed down all the 
barricades erected behind it; tlie salon and its privacy 
were inyaded, the police filled the chambers* 

" De la part de VEmpereur ! " said a voice, serene, 
inflexible, as bland as though it gave a welcome salu- 
tation, as frigid as though it proninmced a sentence 
of dealih. GonfuMon, riol^ tumult, execradon arose 
pele-mele; the stakes were seized, the doors were 
closed 80 that no ^^sa was poasiblB ; the tables were 
over tu rned, the croupiers dashed wildly here and 
there, trying to get to covert like a fox run dose by 
the padk ; some of the gamblers, their brains dizzy 
with liie chillum and the wine, stared stupidly and 
helplessly at the seizure; others, cursing and blas- 
pheming, sprang at the gold and cards, swora they* 
were But playing at Boc widi liiree finmcs as their 
niaxiuium, and offered bribes, at any rates, with insane 
eagerness to have the thing kept dark; And while 
his snbordinates secured the croupiers and the stakes^, 
and other officials quietly took down the names and 
addresses of all present, the luspecteur approached, tha 
mistress of the salon, and, with the same tranqnil and 
inflexible courtesy, arrested her in the name of liie 
Emperor. • 

For the moment, losing her self-possesnon,. her 

presence of mind, her swift invention, and her ready 
diplomacy, the hideous contrast of her present and 
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her past smote on her througli the darknoss of evil 
years and the callousness of a soul- unsexed ; she 
vritiied from under the official's touch as. Snm be- 
neath that of an adder, and gazed at him with the 
wild stare of a hunted animal hard pressed, and^ 
wiingiiig her white and delicate haiid% laughed w . 
shrill, terrible^ mocking laugh : 

The Emperor — ^the £inperor 1 * In the name of 
tihie Emperor !' What I are Ihe years come bade 
when I was his gnest and he minet Does he r^ 
member how often he sat at my table, that he sum- 
mons me now to his Court 1 To> the Tuiieries 1 To 
the Tuiieries I Of course ! tiiese diamonds ase fit for 
the Tuiieries ! " 

Eending the false jewels itom her bosom and her 
hair, she cast tiiem on the floor and trod upon l2iem 
with her foot, those miserable symbols and insignia of 
her fall, crushing them to powdered glass, and laugh*- 
ing all the while> with bitter dehiions mockery of 
henself. 

In that brief instant of passionate misery, of 
g^uttdy iroi^, somelhing of her old resistless grace, 
of her old impertons pride, retnmed as she wvested 
herself back from the official's grasp, and stamped 
Bito sbimng dust the worthless gems^ while above the 
uproar round the gaming-table, above the clash of 
the gold as the police swept tlie stakes away, above 
oaths of the startled,, halfklrunk gamesters, rang 
Hiat huigh, once sUyeny as mnsic^ now jarred and 
dissoniuit : 
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« To the Tuileries ! Of course !— To the Tuileries I 
My diamonds are fit for a Court I ** 

The Inspecteur, amilmg slightlj^ took no note or 
heed of this deluions despair, and seemed neither to 
have seen nor heard it, hut, proceeding without pause 
or hesiBtance ^th his errand^ arrested her. For 
what she said had not even a meaning to him ; he 
had heard of her but under her last alias and nom de 
guerre; he knew her but as a prisoner who had trans- 
gressed the lawy and Marion Vavasour had no power 
now — not even to make the world^ which is swift to 
forget^ remember her past* 

And this is the last step into the abjss of oblivion, 
when none even pause to recal what we were. 

As a Toiture dormise bore her, in dose escort^ from 

the doors of the house in the Rue Beaujon, appre- 
hended on the proven charge of having a private 
gambiing-hell every night in her salon, the vehide was 
stopped in its progress a little farther down the street 
by carriages which blocked the way. The blind of 
the window nearest her was hut half drawn, and shoi 
who had now recovered her composure, her finesse, 
and her dissimulation, leaned forward as though to 
show how little moved she was by the diarge against 
her by watching the night with idle amusement. 
The carriages which entangled the dormise stood 
before the residence of a French Prince, not enclosed 
by a court-yard, the doors standing wide open, as the 
guests dispersed after a State entertainment of more 
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ihan ordinaiy magnifioence. Descending the broad 
flight of steps, which was lined on either side hj 

lacqueys, aiid lighted to the brightness of noon, came 
the Engliah Minister for whom the equipage waited^ 
the gas shining on the riband which crossed his 
breast and the orders and stars which gUttered there, 
and falling on his face — a face of pride, of domi^ 
nance, of soocessf ul and imperious power* 

Marion Vavasour, looking on liim thus^ shivered 
with the thirst of an impotent vengeance, and drooped 
her head npon her hands with a bitter moan of chained 
and baffled hatred. 

He lived in riches, in dignity, in honour, with his 
name on the lips of the world, and the cap of his 
ambition filled to the brim and crowned; while 
she ! 

^^Oh, Heaven I" she whispered, passionately, 
throngh her clenched teeth, ^'will the hour never 

come when I can strike him in his power and his 
arrogance! Will the day never dawn when I shall 
say back in his ear, ^Such mercy as you gave, I give 

toyoul'" 

And in the warm summer night in the Paris street 
they passed each oiher thns as the carriages rolled 

on: the Minister who went from a State-gathering, 
and the Arrested who was taken to Judgment. 
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White Ladies was filled. 

In the great cotirt-jardy troops of saddle-horses, or 

carriages with their postilions and outriders splashed 
and tired, came home in the grey twilight while the 
dresfiing-bell rang ; in the King' s Hall covers were laid 
for half a hundred guests ; in the preserves a thousand 
head of game were bagged each day, jet no ground 
beaten twice ; in the stately galleries trailed ^ob sweep- 
ing dresses of peeresses; aiui under the roof of the 
Abbey were gathered not a few of those whose play- 
thing? are the policies and destinies of nations. Far 
the master of White Ladies was m Office; and, 
while the dictum of the world never werved him 
from his own course, he was a man who knew, to the 
utmost of its value^ the worth of bemg prominent in 
the sight of the world if you seek to lead it. 
Bome went to Cincinnatus in his farmstead soli- 



tade ; but modem Europe would never seek a -SiiUa 

once retired to his Ctiman villa. Strathmore knew 
thk; none better; and while he smiled at the folliaf 
of mankind, tomed them to hk own profit, and sor- 
ronnded himself with luxury and circumstance be- 
cause he recognised in them the most intelligible 
symbols of rule and power to the pnrblmd sight of 
the masses, though Le lic-ld both in disdain, uud in 
his own tastes was almost ascetic, in his own life 
almost austere. 

The gatherings at White Ladies were noted through 
the country ; and Starathmore was as courtly a host as 
in his earlier years : bis genius was one of tliose which, 
essentially facile, are never laborious. The amount of 
work done by him was vast, but it was done >vitliout 
effort; though he never wholly laid aside the political 
huneH, none saw a gleam «f H An>ugh the .Oken 
surcoat he wore in society ; and whilst the cliief secret 
of bis power over men lay in the entire absence of 
sensitive self^-conscioasness, or Utopian ideok^ from 
his career, not a little attraction lay for them in the 
brilliant ease with which ithis ambitious and axduona 
career was covered by the same art with which l^e 
Damascus armourers covered their keenest steel with 
the light elegance of the chasing ; — while tlie chasing 
blinded the eyes before which it flashed, the cun- 
ning smiths knew that the steel cut swifter passage 
home. 

The warm sun fell across the sward through the 
boughs of the wych-elms, and down the mmed 
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cloisters into the oriel room where he sat at break- 
fast The purple hangings were behind him, with 
the dead gold of their broidered chiffire; the light 
fell throufijh the painted panes and the blazoned 
motto, ^^iblasl au^ spare not;'^ without, the same 
lengthened shadows fell across the sward, and the 
same ivy roots clung about the cloisters ; even his 
own features were unaltered, the same save for some 
trace of added age, some look of haughtier power 
and of deeper melancholy, as on the day when he 
whom he had loved and slain had sat at his table, 
and the name of their temptress and destroyer been 
first upon his lips. Yet of that day he did not even 
think once out of the thousand times that found him 
nttmg thus : wear the spiked band of penance long 
about your loins, and they shall so learn to bear it, 
that they feel it seldom, save when a sudden blow 
drives the iron afresh into the flesh, Gould the 
Furies have pursued Orestes through many years, he 
would have grown used to tlie haunting troop, and 
would have learned to sleep, to rest, to labour, and to 
love in the loathed preseilce of the Avengers ; and 
only at rare inten^als would he have started from his 
slumber to shudder at the accursed forms, or flee in 
the dead of night from the sacred temple, because 
they hunted him from rest, and pursued ium for the 
blood of Clytemnestra. 

Stiathmore's life was a successful one ; not a con** 
tented one, because his insatiate and restless ambition 
always desired wider and mgre irresponsible domi-* 
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nance than in this country the highest can ^ver 

Avieldj and because all iiappiness had been stricken 
from it with the betrayal of the woman he had wor- 
shippedy of the lips for whose kiss he had stained his 
* soul with guilt. But one of those lives which, full, 
grand, eminent, make " happiness" look tame, insipid, 
and needless : and in such a life it was but the solitaiy 
bonis when silence and sleep were nigh, or the rare 
days when the eyes of Lucille met his own, which 
remorse could claim; for the rest Strathmore was the 
world's, and the world his. 

There was a brilliant party gathered abuut him 
at breakfast: English statesmen, German princes, 
French nobility, with lovely women, who- sometimes 
discussed the question over their Orange Pekoe before 
the dressing-bell rang, whether he would ever marry. 
Negligent of their charms, and wedded to public life, 
brilliant eyes softly wooed him, never to awake re- 
sponse: the burning passion which had once con- 
sumed his life seemed to have seared ont every trace 
of warmer desires. After that mad, guilty, but de- 
voted love, none could assail him ; the sternest ascetic 
who had ever dwelt in that Dominican monastery was 
not colder to women than he who, beneath its roof, 
had been the lover of Marion Vavasour. 

With a large party he went out that morning deer- 
stalking for the day in the forests which belted in White 
Ladies, where red deer were as abundant as in the 
wilds of Exmoor. The sim had sunk, and the windows 
of the grey and stately fa9ade were all lit^ 'as they 

VOL. II. U 
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returned and dispersed to tlieir several chambers ; 
while Strathmore went to liis own room^ fronting 
the State Apartments^ which had been nniued from 
the time when thev had harboured the loveliness 
which had tempted ;uul forsaken him. Of her he 
now thonghty as he left his chamber and retnmed 
along the corridor; one of the long line of windows 
stood open to the night, and from the gardens below 
was np-waf ted the heavy^ rich scent of the roses ; and 
the remembered perfome suddenly rising, made the 
memory which lay within, coiled to stillness, but 
never dead^ 

like dreaming soakc^ 
Drowsily lift itself fold hy fold, 
And gnaw and gnaw Imngrily, half awakei 

It had been the love of his manhood, that single 

burning passion of an ambitious life; and — ^though 
changed in one swift hour to deadliest hate, which 
had pnrsaed her with nnqnenched and insatiate Ten- 
geance, which would have watched her stUl, with 
mireknting gaze, starve as a beggar at his feet, and 
die of a beggar^s dole denied — ^when memory nprose, 
and with it bnmed again upon his own the Hps which 
had betrayed him, and with it lie beheld again the 
loveliness for which he had rent down and trampled 
nnder foot the laws of God and man, ibe old agony 
imcoiled from its rest, and pierced him with its 
poisoned fangs^ 

He had loved her, till ambition, honour, eonsmence, 
life itself, had all been given to her hands; he had 



<<BOS£S MY SECBET KEEP." 



291 



loved her with delirious ungnidgmg worships that 
saw in her kiss his heaven, in her amile his world, in 

her will liis deity ; and that dead passion awoke, not 
less in hate but more, while yet across the stretch 
of many yean it was stricken afresh with the stroke of 
its betrayal, and sickened afresli over all its wealth 
wasted, its treasure mocked, its idolatrous love poured 
out — in vain I in vain I — npon that lovely, hideons,. 
beantifnl wanton thing, upon a courtezan, and an as- 
sassinatress. And it was thus it awoke now, stirred 
to memory by the odour of the roses that stole np- 
wards on the mist through the opened window, 
as he passed down the solitary corridor; and he 
flung the casement to, with swift hand and passionate 
gesture, to shnt out that haunting, mocking fra- 
grance of the flowers that Marion Vavasour had 
loved. 

He — ^the cold, infleEsdble, and successful Staisesnuai 

— shuddered and slu'ank from the mere scent of the 
summer-roses I 

A low, ringing laugh, echoing gaily on the air, 
startled the silence of the corridor : it came from the 
unused State Chambers. He started as he stood by 
the casemenf^ and looked up. The long passi^ lead- 
ing thiliher was dully lit, for the gas burned low, and 
at its foot the opposite door of the State rooms stood 
open, and — with a light held hi^ above her head, so 
that while the arched doorway and the chamber be- 
hind were deep in gloom, its luminance fell upon her 
and about hearp bristly shed upon her young and 

u2 
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radiant face^ with the bloom of childhood on the 

cheeks and the smile of chOdhood still haunting the 
fair eyes — ^he saw Lucille. 

• Strathmore gazed at her, as men have gazed npon 

the spirits which, born of their own haunted memo- 
rie8; have seemed to iill the air with the forms of the 
dead. 

What place had she beneath the roof of White 

Ladies, when across its tlu'eshold lay the shadow of a 
guilt which, known to her, would have turned her 
steps from it in loathing and in honor f The house 
of her father's murderer was no home to harbom: her 
dawning life and shelter her innocent sleep I 

*^ In that room 1 — ^in that room ! 

Tiie words were muttered unconscioiislv in his 
throaty as he stood silent and motionless for the mo- 
ment ; to see her thus, and there, made the air round 
him teem with the shadows of the past, which whis- 
pered that the work, wrought by his own hand when 
it dealt out death and retribution, must for ever 
endure, the blood-stain never effaced by expiation, 
the dead days ever lying in wait to devour and destroy 
the future. 

That moment passed, — weakness was crushed 

down and conquered; he welcomed her with kind and 
courteous words, as LuciUe sprang towards him, lift- 
ing her lips for his caress of greeting, her face bright- 
ened still ^^ itli her happy and melodious laugh. 

Oh, Lord Cecil ! I could not help being amused, 
yon threw that window to^ with such a passionate ge»- 
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ture ; and I had never seen you anything but calm 
and still and tranquil ! Whom were yon ^^^^ry with 
in thought f — not me! I shall be afraid of you in 

jfatore^ as they say all the world is 

Hush ! hush ! her careless words smote him in 
that moment with keen pain. Lucille^ you would 
never fear me, shrink from me, dread me t I have 
made your life too happy " 

She looked at him suxprised ; he^ the haughty and 
arrogant leader of men, sought this assurance as a 
boon from the child-ward who owed him nil ! But 
her mood was changed to his in an instant^ her hand 
softly closed on his own, and she leaned caressingly 
towards him, till lier liair, with white violets woven in 
it, brushed his breast, and her deep loving eyes were 
uplifted to his : 

/ fear you! Oh, never, never ! Whom can I love 
and honour and trust to, like you, who have fdled^ 
and more than filled, the place of all I lost ?" 

He drew her gently to him, and kissed her brow, 
recovering the self-command which for one moment 
had been shaken : 

" Think of me always so — always ; as one who has 
striven to supply to you your father's loss, and to 
fulfil your f ather^s trust I But how came you here, 
Lucille t I did not know you were at the Abbey* 
My mother left the day of your arrival uncertain." 

We came an hour ago. Lady Castlemere felt 
better, and I was so impatient to see you and White 
Ladies. What a stately place it is 1 I love its grey, 
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solemn, time-worn grandeur. Take me ail over it — 
now, will you — now ? " 

The eamestneasy too deep and thoughtful for her 
years, with which she had spoken of her tnwt and 

love for her guardian liad passed away ; now she was 
only a child^ used to the gratification of every bri^it 
caprice and momentary fancy as she looked np at him 
with longing in her eyes and eagerness upon her hps. 
He smiled: 

^ Not now, LnciUe ; we dine at nine, and it wants 

only a quarter ; to-moiTow I will take you wherever 
you wish. But how do you come here — and alone I 
The rooms where you were are nev^ used. They 

have not ^ven you those chambers, surely ? " 

He spoke with impatient anxiety: he could not 
have had her rest there ! 

She laii^lied amusedly : 

" I lost my way 1 When I was dressed, 1 sent 
Babette to ask Lady Castlemere some question for 
me, but she was so long gone tliat I grew tired, and 
thought I would go myself. But I could not hnd the 
room so well as I fancied ; I missed it among all 
these passages, and found myself wandering in those 
chambers. Why are they never used % " 

Strathmore avoided answer. 

^ Ton must not wander alone about White Ladies 
till you know its intricacies, my dear. You may very 
easily lose yourself. I will take you to my mother 
now — they ought to have placed yon close to her — 
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and then we most go down to the drawing-rooms. 

There are plenty of people very dubirous to see you." 
Lucille sighed a little : 

'^Ahi I do not care much for strangersy" she 

answered him, as she ran up the steps, where she had 
hastily set down her little silver lamp. 

The spaniel which he had given her in her inf ancjr, 
and with which she neyer parted^ though it was now 
very old, had remained in tlie chamber, and she went 
back to fetch him« The dog did not come imme- 
diately to her call, and Strathmore, following her, 
stood uiice more in the State Apartments, where his 
step had never entered, and his eyes never rested, 
throngh the many years which had passed since be 
had first retui*ned to Wliite Ludies. 

"What beautiful rooms! Wliy are they never 
used? Because they are only f<nr the Boyal Family, 
is it ? Who slept here last, then 1 " 

She spoke, holding the lamp high above her head, 
so that its light was shed on her, and flickered fit- 
fully on the azure hangings, the Venetian mirrors, 
the gold servioes, the silk, and lace, and velvet, the 
costly cabinets near, and the dark shadow afar off, 
where the silvery rays could not reach, bnt left half 
the magnificence of the room lost in the darkness of 
the night. 

At her innocent question he shuddered as at the 

scent of the suminer-roses I His eyes glanced for one 
moment over the luzmrions chamber, with its costly 



t 

296 



BTlCAiilMORE. 



ndornments and its depths of gloom, in sickening 
memory' — then they fell upon, the fomi of Liuille, 
where she stood in the halo of the light, one hand 
holding to her heart the little dog which had once 
kept its faithful vigil crouched iu the bosom of the 
dead. The hideous past seemed to breathe through 
the chamber with its pestilential odour, its avenged 
passions, its eternal guilt — and he stretched his hand, 
and drew her with a sadden gesture out from that 
unholy place. 

Yet his voice was tranquil and his smile calm as he 
closL'cl the door oa hei', and led her forward : 

Those State rooms are damp, they have been 
unused so long ; it is not wise for you to be in them 
nt night, Lucille. Besides, every one will think that 
I haye deserted my guests.'* 

And, with the suave and graceful dignity of a 
com'tier, lie conducted her along the silent corridor, 
and down the broad oak staircase, in the full gleam 
of light, giving her urbane and courtly welcome 
beneath the roof of White Ladies, where her father's 
laugh had so often rung in clear and joyous muac, 
and her father's hand closed in love and friendship on 
the hand which now held hers — the hand which, un- • 
faltering, had dealt him death. 

Lucille, introduced into tlic s})lendid circle gathered 
under her guardian's roof, struck and touclied all 
there with that ethereal and rare loveliness, of which 

its own unconsciousness made not the least and most 
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common cliarm. She was still but a beautiful cliild, 
with all a child's unstudied grace, a child's artless 
traDsparence ; and the manner in which ahe had 
been reared, while it had given her that nameless 
ease which only belongs to high-breeding, had 
brushed nothing from the innocence of a youth 
which had loved the birds as its friends and the 
flowers 83 its teachers. Her young beauty charmed 
those who approached her like music, the upward 
gaze of her eyes, always earnest even to sadness, had 
for all the haunting sweetness of some remembered 
mdody, and the joyous gladness of a life, on which 
no shade of sorrow had ever fallen, contrasted touch- 
ingly with the mournfulncss which in moments of 
silence stole over her face, bom of a nature musing, 
sensitive^ and essentially poetic. The princes and 
the peers, the statesmen and the men of pleasure, 
staying at White Ladies did their best to teach her 
her power by subtlest flattery and most delicate 
com't; they had seen nothing for years fairer than 
the way in which she hstened to them in naive 
surprise, and turned from them in graceful indif- 
ference ; while the titled beauties, something jealous 
of her, yet sought her with courtly kindness, and 
wondered among themselves that Strathmore, the 
coldest, most heartless, and most ascetic man of his 
age, had so much of gentleness and consideration for a 
young girl to whom he was merely guardian : it could 
not be from her beauty, they thought^ for was he not 
negligent of theirs^ and of ail I 
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To LucnUe the simqyfcaoTLs, glittering^ brilUant la£& 

led at the Abbey seemed to her like a conte des fies ; 
all had the spell of fxeahnees for her^ her light laugh 
nmg imder the arches of the grey dmsters^ her 
youthful steps echoed down tlie \ ast area of the ban- 
qnetmg-haU^ her eyes gazed at the Strathmore pox^ 
traitSy aad-^the shadow which lay across the threshold 
uf White L.id.i<J6 cii^L iiu shade upon this sunlit, 
dawning life, and the winds which sighed through 
the boo^ of the monastic ehoosy and blew softly 
among the long gnisses over her mothers grave, 
brought her no burden from the history of the lives 
to which her own owed burth. She waa so happy I — 
life looked to her so beautiful in its still half- 
folded glories, like the illumined pictures of an 
uncut book, like the dosed leaves of the pa»- 
sion-flower, which keeps its richest beauty shut 
in its core till the last. She was so happy! — 
f or^ for the first time^ she was beneath die roof of 
Straihmore; she saw him daily, hourly; she was 
always in his presence, or watcldng for it ; she could 
sit and listen to him while he spoke with his guests or 
his fellow ministers^ never weary of hearing the voice 
which, chill in its very harmony to the ear of others, 
to hers was the sweetest and most mellow music that 
it knew* And her heart, child-like in its purity, bat 
far beyond childhood and beyond yuutli, in the wid 
depth of all it felt, cherished as the life of its life, 
her love and reverence for him to whose goaidianship 
her father had bequeathed her. From her earliest 
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years she had clung with a strange affection to 
Strathmore ; while jet so young that comprehension 
of his ctaeer was imposahle to her^ she had de- 
liglitedly listened to all who would tell her of his 
greatness ; she loved to think how much she owed to 
hiniy and how deep must have been his fxiendship for 
her father that he took this care for her. All that 
was powerful, generous, and grand in his character 
drew her to him; all that was dariter was yeiied 
from her; she thought it as stainless as it was tm- 
rivalled, and the fair, fond dreams of a luxuriant ima- 
^nation had dung about him as their centre till that 
affectum had become the religion of her life. It 
seemed as though the love which her father had 
borne to him had been tcansmitted to her: natures 
such as Strathmoire's, which are indifferent to love, 
are not seldom those on \\ liich most love is lavished, 

"What are you so absorbed in, Lucille?" asked 
one of the women staging ther^ a certain lovely 
leader of the fashion. 

Lucille, half lying on a couch in the librar}', rest- 
ing her head on her hand, looked up with a smile : 

^ I was reading * Indiana.' " 

Lady Chessville laughed, and turned to Strath- 
more^ who had jnst entered the library with the Duke 
of Beanvcnr, his son the Marqnis of Bowdon, the 
Prince de Volms, and Valdor. 

" Lord Cecil I here is Lucille absorbed in ^ Indiana.' 
Do you permit that as her guardian ? " 

Strathmore smiled as he approached : 
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Lucille will not be harmed by Georges Sand, 
Lady Chessville : Kousseau or De Kock would leave 
no stain tktre ; the soil most be fit ere impure plants 
will take root. Stil! — ^you are right. Where did you 
find that book, my dear 1 It is not my edition, X think." 

Lucille looked at the ooTer. 
No ; there are not your arms on it I found it 
ill my room; it amused me, and so I brought it down. 
There is a name on the title-page^ though the ink is 
faded. Look! < Bertie Enoll.' Who was he t" 

She held the book up to him, her hand on the 
faded writing, her eyes raised to his, and- a sharp 
agony struck him again like the stab of a mortal blow, 
for his grief for tJds sin was great and deathless. 

But his smUe did not change^ not a muscle of his 
face moved, and he took the volume without even a 
moment's hesitation, carelessly glancing at the title- 
page: 

^^Yes, it is one of ErroFs; he was a friend of 

ininu. Keep the book if it amuse you, Lucille.** 

Lucille saw no difference from his habitual manner^ 
which, when others were with them, was always 
gentle but cold. Lady Ohessville connected nothing 
with the name, for she had been a child at the time 
of that tragedy in the Deer Park of the Bois, and 
the world had long since forgotten that darker story 
of its successful Ministers earlier manhood. Beau- 
voir, a good-hearted, kindly man, whispered to Lord 
Bowdonwihcjr^tont: 

'^He shot that very fellow Enroll through the 
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heart years ago about a notorious woman, and now 
speaks of him like tliat ! Bosom friends, too, they 
were I Able man, Strathmore^ very able, but cold as 
ice and cruel as a Borgia. Don't know what re- 
morse is ! ** 

So bystanders judge! Yaldor alone noted, to 
judge differently, the singular indifference^ the per- 
fect tranquillity with which v^trathmore spokt' Erroll's 
name and looked upon his writing : he had seen them 
precisely as calm, precisely as negligent an hour 
before sunset, when he went out with a murderer*s 
resolve, brutal and inflexible, in his heart ; he had so 
seen them when the sun had sunk, and the murderer 
had stooped to sever the golden lock from the trailing 
hair of the dead man. By one of those instincts 
which the mind cannot trac% but which it involun- 
tarily follows, it struck him that Strathmore had 
spoken thus for the sake of Lucille; he would not 
have thought it needful to have assumed such com- 
plete indifference towards Erroll's memory merely for 
men who knew liow EiTuU met his death, and would 
have rather respected him more than less for some 
show of remembrance also. From that hour she 
became associated with the niemorv of Erroll in 
Valdor^s thoughts ; he felt convinced that tlie cause 
of Strathmore^s care for his ward arose in some way 
or other from lier connexion with the man whom he 
had slaughtered in cold blood : and Valdor was keen, 
hot, eager in the scent, for all concerning Lucille 
had interest for him, this guileless beautiful child, 
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reared in sednsion by the EpgBflb shares of the 
Atlantic. 

Strath mure saw this interest, saw it in Valdor, as in 
man J others under his roof , throughout those aatnmiuil 
weeks, and it woke anger in him whenever tiieir 
glances fell on lier, or their words made her eyes 
grow dark and wistful in half-shrinking, half-dis- 
dainful surprise^ as they whispered subtle flatteries in 
her ear. Anger which was twofold: first, because 
they would rapidly destroy the unworn freshness and 
tiie innocence, earnest whilst it was childlike^ which 
wm beantifnl to him in her; last, and mor^ because 
each might be one who would wake her heart from 
its rest and imperil its peace. He had swam to make 
his atonement by securing her happiness at whatever 
cost; he had looked on hers as the Hfe on which 
hung his single power of expiation. How could he 
secure it when once she should have been taught to 
place it in the hands or embark it in the love of any 
one of those who sought to dispel her childhood by 
their honeyed whispers 1 

Strathmorc, who held that Will can work what it 
chooses, and who, in the arrogance of a great intellect^ 
conceived that he could mould fate like potter^s clay, 
felt passionate impotence as he reaUsed that the work 
of his atonement might be wrested from him incom- 
plete^ and dashed to pieces before his eyes. It was 
here that his error had lain ; his remorse was holy 
ill its intense contrition, its sincere agony; but he 
dad not seek its expiation in that humilily and sdf • 
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doubt wlucH a great guih maj well leare npon the 

proudest and most self-siistaiii< d nature : he had set 
it before him as he had set the ambitious of kis 
public Hf e, as a pnipose to be effected by hia own f ose- 
sight and his own will, guarded by him alone from 
all chance of miscacnage, all touch of opposing will^ 
all danger of human aocidea^ as his stmgth of 
steel and Ms nnscmptdoiis force boi*e down all that 
was antagonistic to him, and pioneered his road 
to power. ProBlarate and chastened by misery, he 
had vowed to fulfil the trust bequeathed him an 
hundred-fold beyond all which that trust enjoined ; 
but to the fuimment of his oath he had gone in Ihe 
same spu*k with which he had dealt out deadi and 
meted vengeance; the spirit which relied on the 
master^ skill of his own hand to mould what form 
it woidd, and still oonoeived that life would bend 
and bow to his haughty fiat : ^ / chouse this ! ** 

"You gave me leave to hope ; but what ciiance of 
hope, sir, is there for me with all ^tesef " said yoong 
CaryD, bitterly, one day, as he glanced at the knot of 
titled and famous men gathered about Lucille in the 
cedar drawing-room, - 

Strathmore had extended his mvitation to the 
young man, true to his promise, to give him oppor- 
tunity to advance his love on her aiiection, for he 
was scmpnlonsly jnst, and never broke his word in 
private or public matters. 

Strathmore smiled — i^t smile under which young 
C aiyll winced as under the cot of a knife : 
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I gave you leave to hope^ certainly ; it is for you 
to give your hope a basis. I never told you /deemed 

it well founded; but you sliuuld know how to make 
it aa If you bave so little of the necessary love-lore^ 
I cannot help yon ; ce fCest pas h moi 

" But — but how, when slie lias so many to teach 
her her power began the youthy hesitatingly. 

Strathmore raised his eyebrows : 

^ ^ How r If vou be such a novice in the ait, it 
were wiser you should abandon it alto^rcther,** 

He spoke with that slight laugh which was more 
chill than most men's sneer; but, though his words 
had stung his nephew as the young alone can be 
stung by the light contempt of a man of the world, 
Strathmore^s disdain for him was not unmixed with a 
wish that his suit might prosper. If Lucille's heart 
were fastened on Caryll's lovoi and could be content 
in it and with it, her happiness might be more snrdy 
and safely secured than witli those more briUiant in 
station, who now sought her ; and over his nephew, 
who would be lus debtor, and whose * career would be 
moulded and checked by him, he would have still a 
sway, where, if she wedded any other, he would lose 
his influence for her and over her life for ever. Yet 
the same bitterness which had arisen when his mother 
had fii'st spoken of marriage for her, rose in hiui now, 
as he looked across to where she stood in the conser- 
vatories, caressing a bright-plumaged bird, and trying 
to lure another from the topmost boughs of an orange- 
tree, too absorbed in her wayward favourites to be 
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conscioiis of the glances bent upon lier by the gronp 
around. 

^ Cm they not let her alone for a few brief years, 
at least f " he mused, with an acrid impatience. ^ That 

bird's wing which brushes her lips is fitter caress for 
her than men's embraces. Marriage! Faugh I — it 
is profanity to speak of — to think of — for her I" 

" Stratlimore, if you are disengaged just now, give 
me five minutes/' said the Duke of Beauvoir, touch- 
ing him on the arm at that moment. 

His Grace w^as a heavy, cheeiy, generous gentle- 
man, to whom Mark Lane Express panegyrics on his 
prize short-homs were dearer than European enco- 
miums on his policies, and who in the Cabinet was 
very utterly under the lead of his subtle and astute 
colleague^ though the reins were so excellenily ma- 
naged that he was wholly unconscious of his own 
docile obedience. 

I want to talk to you about a merely personal 
matter,** went on the Duke, as Strathmore led the 
way into the billiai \l-room, just then empty ; " in fact, 
about your young ward, Mademoiselle de Yocqsal* 
Have you any marriage in view for her?^ 
None, my dear Duke." 

" Well ! Bowdon has lost his head about her," 
went on his Qrace, in his usual sans fa^on, good- 
himioured style, which flung dignity to the winds as 
humbug, and yet somehow or otiier never entirely 
lost it. Never saw him so much in love in my life I 
You've remarked it, of course, eh? He has asked 

VOL. U. X 



306 



STRATHMORiU 



Bw tO'duy to speak to yon. In point of fact, I should 

be very glad to see him married myself, and I have 
80 high aa esteem for Liadj Oasdemerey that I should 
hftTO been perf eelly satisfied if I had known nothing 

more than that the young lady he sought had been 
xeai^d luder her tateiage, so I tdd him I would 
mention die matter to yon this morning. I pcesome 
the alliance woidd have your concurrence?** 

A more brilliant one it would be impossible to 
find for her I You do me the highest honour in so* 
liciting her hand for Lord Bowdon," answered Strath- 
more, with his soave^ chill courtesy, which was uei^ 
startled into surprise as it was rarelj wanned to cor- 
diality. His proposals, then, have your full sanc- 
ticm If May I ask what has been said ou the subject 
to my wBvdl" 

^ Nq^hing ! — nothing definite, at least. She is so 
exceedingly young — ^not brought out, indeed — that 
Bowdon and I both concoired in seeking her hand 
ifrom you first. WiU you mention it to her as you 
thmkbest?" 

With pleasure. We may pos^pone^ then, any 
farther discusnon of your wishes or mine until we are 
aware how Mademoiselle de Vocqsal receives your 
most flattering proposall" 

His Grace looked fairly astonished — a little amazed, 
moreover; it was so very new a suggestion to him 
> that Ms son, tiie future Duke of BeauToir could pos- 
sibly be rejected ! 
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Strathmore smiled, that suave, courtly smile whiefa 
alw»yfi^ a little worried iiis noble colleague : 

^ My dear Beanvoir, I need not say that alliance 
witii your House snrpasses tKe moei splendid aspira- 
tions which my ward could have indulged in for 
herself, or my mother and I, as her goordians fc»r 
lier; at the same time, I do not prejudge LnciQe's 
answer, since I should never seek to sway her inclina- 
tian« But there is little fear, doubtless, of what 
that answer will be; Lord Bowdon could not woo 

His Grace's pride and consternation were both 
soothed, and he passed on to speak further of his 
proposals in his son's name ^ith that hearty au pointy 
straightforwardness, which in the Cabinet made so 
strong a contrast to the fine finesses and inscrutable 
reticence of one who, from his earliest years of public 
lite, had recognised the essential art of success to lie 
in knowing <^how to hold truth, and— how to with- 
hold it" 

" I must be the first, then, to taint her mind with 
marriage offers I" thought Strathmore. Bank more 
brilliant could not be given her ; every woman in Eng- 
land will envy her her lot ; he is a handsome, amiable, 
inoffensive — fool ! Such men make the kindest hu^ 
bands. There will be no fear for her happiness, if — 
if — she love him. Ai\i\ yet, that soft, delicate, in- 
nocent life I Good God ! it is defilement !" 

The thoughts flitted, scarce shaped, through his 
mind; the sudden offer of the Dukes alliance had 
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rtrack him with keen, though vague pam— the same 
pain, but more intense, which had smitten him when 
his mother had first spoken of Ludlle's f utoie. Young 
Caryirs love for her had he^ some distant thing, 

viewed by him with some contempt, and subject to 
long probation ; he had not realised it in connexion 
with her ; but the Duke's words had set sharply and 
vividly before him the inevitable certainty that, ere 
long, the loveUness to which so many testified would 
be sought and claimed in marriage, and that, once 
given to another, his right over the life which he 
alone now protected, and (Hrected, must pass utterly 
and for ever from him. She might be happy in her 
liusband's lionie, and in that happiness he would have 
no share; looking on it, he would no longer see in 
the beauty of her days the symbol of his own atone- 
ment : or — she mi^jht be wretched in the union which 
bound her, or in the grief of a ^^Tongcd womanhood, 
and he would be powerless to give her freedom and 
consolation, and must see the life he had sworn to the 
dead to keep unstained and unshadowed, consume 
hopelessly before his sight I 

To the man who, high in power and arrogant in 
strength, had a scornful imbelief iix the power of 
Circumstance to overthrow Resolve, the sense of the 
impotence of his will here was bitter as it was strange. 
For the moment, maddened by it, he felt tempted to 
exert his title as her guardian to forbid all marriage 
for her, all love to her; but this, again, he was 
forced to surrender; to secure her happiness, free 
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choice must be left her, in that which thwarted^ often 
makes the misery of a life ; and Strathmore's nature, 

merciiejis to others, was one to the full as inflexible 
to himself in any ordeal self-chosen, any sacrifice 
self-imposed. It smote him with pain, with aversion, 
almost with loathing, to be the first to speak to her of 
what must lead her across that houndar^^ she had told 
him wistfully she feared to pass, which oftentimes 
parts Childhood from Womunliooil hy :i single step. 
He revolted from his office ; but it devolved on him 
as her guardian ; as such he had accepted it, and he 
went to fulfil it. 

As he descended before dinner, he saw her upon 
the terrace leaning over the parapet in the warm 
glow of the western Hglit, which slanted across the 
broad flight of steps, and fell about her where she 
stood; strange contrast, in the bright and aerial glow of 
her youth, to the grey monastic walls of the Gothic 
fa9ade beliind her, and the dark massed branches of 
the cedars above her head. 

He approached her, and laid his hand gently on 
her Imir, turned simply back from her brow in its 
rich silken waves : 

" Where are your dreams, Lucille 1 '* 

She looked up, aiul the warm light which ever 
came there at his presence beamed upon her face : 

^^I was thinking of all those who have lived and 
died here ; of all the histories those grey stones could 
speak ; of all the secrets which lie shrouded in thos(> 
woods since they saw the Druidic sacrifices^ and heard 
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the chant of the white-robed Dominicans : — the dead 

days seem to rise from their graves, and tell me all 
that is buried with them ! " 

She spoke only in the fancifal imagination which 
loved to wander in the poetic mysteries of the past^ 
but her words now, as often, stmck him with that 
deadliest Nemesis of crime — the doom whidi compels 
the gnilty to liear reproach in every innocent speech, 
and feel a blow on unhealed wounds, in what, with- 
out that remembered sin, had been but gaj jest or 
soft caress. 

You are too imaginative, Lucille," he said, 
quickly. ^ Why dream of tibat dark past, of unholy 
sacrifice and insensate superstition ? The past lias 
nothing to do with yoi*; live in your own fair present^ 
my child. Your sunny seanshore suits you better 
than the monastic gloom of White Ladies." 

She lifted her briglit head eagerly : 

'<Oh! I love White Ladies best.'' 

" Surely t But Silver-rest is your home I '* 
Yes ; but this is yimrs!* 

He smiled ; all expression of her affection was dear 
to him, not because affection was ever necessary to 
him, but because hers was like the pardon and purifi- 
cation of his crime. Then the o£&ce whidi he came 
to execute, recurred to him; theywm alone, no 
living thing near save the deer which were crossing 
the sward in the distance, and the peacock trailing his 
gorgeous train over the fallen rose-leaTos on the 
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marble pavement. But that solitude mi^t be broken 

any second ; he employed it while it lasted. 

^'Lucille! you may command another home from 
to-day, if yon wilL" 

Her eyes tamed on him with a snrprised, be- 
wildered look^ while a happy smile played about her 
lips: 

^ Another home ! What do I want with one, Lord 

Cecil?" 
^^Many will offer one." 

The snrprised wmder in her eyes deepened^ she 

looked at him hesitatingly, yet amused still : 

"I do not understand you." 

A cnise rose in his throat on those who made him 
destroy the yet lingering childhood, and awaken 
thoughts which he himself would have bidden sleep 
for ever. 

am not speaking in enigmas, Lucille; I tell 
you merely a necessary truth,"' he answered her 
gravely. ^As your guardian I have the disposal 
of your future ; of that future those who love you will 
each seek the charge ; it is for yon, not me, to decide 
to whom it is £aially entrnsted. His Grace of Beau- 
voir has to-day sought your hand from me for his son. 
What answer shall I return to Lord Bowdon ? " 

Her eyes had been hxed wistfully on him as he 
spoke, scarcely as if. comprehending him; at the 
clearness of his last words a hlush, the first he had 
seen there, flushed her cheeks, her lashes drooped. 
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her lips parted^ but without speech, and he fancied 
that she shuddered slightly. 

His task revolted liiin, he loathed it yet more in 
execution than in anticipation; but Stiathmore let 
no trace of repugnance appear, he addressed her 
calmly and frravely, as befitted one who filled to her, 
in her eyes and the world'S| her father^ s place : 

^'I do not need to tell you, LuGille, that such an 
alliance is almost the highest in the country, and one 
of the most brilliant it woiild be possible to command* 
His father tells me that Bowden loves you as much 
even as the fancy of youth can wish to be loyed. To 
exaggerate the rank of the station you would fill 
would be impossiblcy and your happiness—** 

^Oh hush ! hush ! — ^it seems so strange.** 

The words were spoken rapidly under her breath, 
and almost with an accent of terror, while the flush 
was hot on her cheek, and her head was drooped and 
slightly turned from him; it might be the startled 
shyness of girlirii love, the momentary agitation of a 
flattered pride; he took it for these, and a pain, keen 
and heav}', smote him, and made his tone more 
cold, though as calm and even as heretofore, as he 
went on: 

" Nay, you must hear me, Lucille. I but repeat to 
you what the Duke has said, and it is no light matter 
to be dismissed hastily either way. I am no ambas- 
sador of a love-tale ; but I should err gravely in the 
place I hold towards you if I did not put fully before 
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yon tlie eminence of the rank for wluch your hand is 
sought^ and the spleudoui- of the alliance into which 
yon may now enter 

He paused suddenly, for she turned towards him 
with a swift inu\ ement and that caressing grace with 
which as a little child upon the seashore she had 
leaned against him, thinking she had done wioog to 
touch a stranger's dog. 

Hush 1 you pain me. Why do you spoak to me 
so f Are you tired of me, Lord OecQ f " ; 

The colour still was warm in lier face, but her eyes 
as they questioned his were pleading and reproachful^ 
and there was a naiTO plaintiveness in the wcods, and 
in the action, with which she turned to him, which 
touched him, even while they struck iiim with a sense 
of keen zelief , of yivid pleasure : it would haye cost 
him more than he had counted to surrender his right 
to gliuklen, to guide, and to control this young life ; 
it would have been the snirender of £rxoirs trust, and 
of his own atonement. 

lie drew her gently towards him with that tender- 
ness which existed only for her, begotten of circum- 
stance, while foreign to his nature* 

Why does it pain you, my love f Have you heard 
me aright I I but speak to you of a marriage for 
which my consent has- been sought, and which is 
so exalted and unexceptionable a one, that as your 
guardian I should be deeply blameable if I did not 
fully set before you all it offers. I should never urge 
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your inclinatioPy but I miut state truly all whicli may 

await yoa if you acoept it. Decide nothing iiastily ; 
to-monow you can giye me your wpLjJ* 

A look of aversion shadowed her f aoe, she dang to 
him witli tliat caressing r chance as natural and un- 
«stnuaed now a. in her childhood, and 1^ 
in beseeching earnestness : 

"Oh no! { WJiat need? Tell them at , 

once til It I could not — I could not I** 

A gladness which had never tooched hu life since 
Marion Vavasour destroyed it, swept over him for a 
moment at her words ; he loved her for the sake and 
in the memoiy of the dead; and he rejoiced that he 
was not yet bidden to bestow her on her lovei^ to give 
her up from liis own keeping : 

« It shall be as you will, Lncille* I have no odier 
aim save your happiness. But are yon sore that yon 
kjiow what you refuse ; that you may not desire to 
speak of it further with my mother ? Yon axe very 
young, and a station so brilliant—" 

Something proud, pained, wistful, perplexed, which 
came into her eyes^ again arrested him; the delicate 
,and spiritual nature shrank from tiie coarser ambi* 
tions imputed to her, the wuridiy bribe pruiiered to 
her r 

Why do you tell me of t^uOf Lord Cecil f " 
" Because it is my duty as your guardian, not be- 
cause I think that it would sway you. I do not. 
Yours is a rare nator^ Lucille." 
ffis answer reaasured her, and the shadow passed 
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from off her face as the warm stmli^t of the west 
fell on it, the smile upon her lips, so like licr father's 
in its gladness and its snnny tenderness, that it smote 
Strathmoie as on the night when she had wakaned 
from dreaming sleep on the bosom of her dead 
mother. 

Then — then — whenever any others speak to you 
as the Duke has done, you will answer them without 
coming to me ? Yon will say ^ Ludlle has no love to 
give strangers, and needs no guardian save the one 

she has!'*' 

He smiledj moved to minted pain and pleasure by 
her words ; 

T cannot promise thatj my child, for I fear they 
would not rest content with such an answer. And — 
LncUIe — the f nture mnst dawn for you as for all, and 
yon will find other loves than those yon now know.** 

She put her hand up to ills lips to silence hini| and 
her ^res grew daik and hnmid : 

Nev« ! Never ! If the future wonld differ from 
the present, I pray God it may not dawn. Are yon 
weary of Lndlle, Lord Cecily that yon wonld esile 
her to other caret 

Never ask that I I wish to God my care could 
shield you always." 

His answer sprang from the poisoned springs of a 
deep and hidden remorse : she heard in it but a sure 
defence and promise for the future, as he stood rest- 
ing his hand upon her shonlder in the evening silence, 
while the sun sank from sight behind the elm-woods, 
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and the shadows of twilight stole over the terrace^ 

where the winding waters glistened through tlie 
gloom, white witli their countless river-lilies, as on 
the night when Marion Vavasour had been thete 
beside him, wooing from his lips the first words of 
that guilt-steeped love in which all the beautj of liis 
manhood had been cast and wrecked. 

Laughing in soft, child-like gaiety — for his words 
had made her very glad, and banbhed even from 
memoiy the momentary vagoe pain and fear which 
had fallen on her, she scarce knew why — ^Lucille 
stooped and wound her hands in the luxuriance of the 
late roseSy which still blossomed in profusion over the 
steps and balustrade of the cedar-terrace, covering the 
white marble with their trailing leaves and scarlet 
petals, and filling the air with their odour. Her hands 
wandered among them with that delight in iJieir 
beauty wliicli was inborn with her artistic and ima- 
ginative nature, and drawing one of the richest 
dusters from the rest, she held them to him in their 
fragrance : 

I do not wonder that the Greeks and the poets 
loved the roses best, and that the Easterns gave them 
to the nightingales as the bnrden of their song and 
the choice of their love ! How beautiiui they arc " 
the Queen of Flowers t " 

The words, the action, the sight and scent of the 
roses, as she held them upward to him in the twilight^ 
recalled, in sudden vivid agony, the memoiy of the 
woman who had stood there with him on that^veiy 
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spot, with the snbde, poetic lies npon her fragrant 

]ips, which gave the flower that slie loved value and 
sweetness in his sight because their kiss had rested on 
its leaves : — it was among the roses that he had seen 
lier in tin* morning-liglit at Vermon9eaux; it was 
among the roses that he had seen her in the summer- 
noon, when he had spared her from death only that 
she might live to suffer I And the flow^was accursed 
in his sight. 

Those scarlet roses, with their heavy fragrance and 
their clinging dews, gave him a thrill of horror as he 

saw them lifted to him by the iunoceiit hands of 
Lucille; they were in his eyes the bloodstained 
symbol of the assassinatress, of the destroyer t 

With an irrepressible impulse he seized them from 
her, and threw them far away, till they fell braised 
and scattered on the torf below. 

Iler look of surprise recalled him to himself. 

" Boses have a faint odour to me, my dear ; 1 have 
not your love of them,'' he said, hurriedly. Your 
lilies of the valley become you best, Lucille ; those 
roses have nothing in common with you, the flowers 
of orgie^ of revel, of secresy ! " 

She looked at him surprised still, for she had never 
seen his tranquil repose of manner broken until now 
at White Ladies, and it seemed to her very strange 
that he, the haughty and inflexible political leader, 
should be thus moved by the unwelcome fragrance of 
a few autumn roses I 

Her eyes dwdt on him wonderin^lj , wistfully : 
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^Httve I vexed yon, Lord Cecil? Tou are not 
angry with me ? " 

He passed his hand softly over her hair, deeply 
moired in that moment by the tender and pleading 
words. 

^ iNo 1 Grod forbid I Act as yonr own heart die- 
tatesy Lndlle^ and yon will ever act as I would have 
ytm. I rejoice that you do not risk your life in other 
hands than mine. Keep your beautiful youth while 
yon may I 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE NIGHT WHISPER OF THE PAST. 

^ So you haye sent poor Bowdon away, Lucille. 

It was very cruel, and a refusal must seem so re- 
markably odd to bimr' laughed Lady Ghessville, the 
night after, as she came mto the young guTs dxeas- 
iug-room before the deshabille. The Peeress, youiig 
and omniponeut herself ^ was one of those women who 
like the beauty and grace of others. 

Lucille shook her head a little (lisdaiiifuilj : 

^ It is a cruelty he will soon forget." 
It is not so easy to ^ forget ' always, mon enfant, 
but you have not learnt that; you have nothing to 
blot out," said the Countess. ^'Come, tell me, 
LndJle^ how could Bowdon fail to please yout 
What was it you disliked in him t I am curious ; he 
is accustomed to be thought perfection." 

I did not <i»s2«/b anything; I never thought about 
him at all." 



Digitized by Gopgle 



820 



STRATHKOBE. 



Lady GhessvSle laughed a silveiy peal of hearty 

langbter : 

" Poor Bowdoii ! if he could but hear that 1 I 
mttst really tell the Duke of the degradation to whidi 
his beloved has conie. J^ut you aic very unorrateful, 
my beautiful child. Can none of them move you any 
more f I shall say your gaardian has taught yoa his 
own coldness.** 

The colour flushed into Lucille's face, lier eyes 
darkened and dilated^ she raised her head eagerly, 
while the rich masses of her unbound hair shook over 
her slioulders to the ground : 

^ Gold! ' You must never use that word to my 
guardian/ Oh I how little you know hun ! There is 
no one on earth so gracious, so gentle, so generous, so 
full of kindly thought and noble acts. There is the 
coldness of his world, of his years, of his ambitions, 
perhaps in his look and in his v\ ords, but there is no 
coldness in his heart. Look what he has been to me^ 
merely because the father whom I lost was the friend 
of his youth. A\ ould oue cold at heai*t cherish such 
a memoiy so sacredly, and fuM a trust of the dead 
so unweariedlyf ** 

The firelight shone warmly on her upraised face, 
through which the soul within seemed itself to beam ; 
her eyes looked upward proudly and lovingly^ with 
the bright luiir brushed from her flushed brow, and 
her lips slightly parted with the eager words; she 
might have been pauited for Vivia Perpetua in her 
young and holy loveliness, willing to endure all things 
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even unto death in defence and in reverence for her 

Lord. 

Lady Ghessrille looked at her and sighed: there 
was that in Lndlle's face which vagaely touched to 

sadness all those who gazed on her. 

He waa your f ather^s friend I " she said, musingly* 
^ I never knew that I " 

"Yes; and lie loved him so Avell!" answered 
Lucille, while her voice grew low and tremulous, 
recalling the memory of him whom Strathmoce had 
taught her to dream of witli more than a filial affcc- 
iiouy hallowed towards the dead as it could never 
have heen to the Hving. "I cannot^ xememher himy 
but Lord Cecil has spoken of him to me till I think 
of him as dearly as though he were hving now. He 
died in my infancy, Ijord 6ecil was with him at his 
death, and it is because they had lived as brothers 
that he has such goodness and tenderness for me. 
Do you .think any man| cold at the core of his heart| 
could retain such a memory of one lost friend? It 
will show you alone that the beauty of his character 
to those who know it aright, equals the greatness of 
his career ; eclipse it, it cannot do ! ^ 

'*You are eloquent for your guardian, Lucille," 
said Lady Chessville. "What you tell me speaks 
very differently for Strathmore than what society 
says usually ; we all know his intellect, his power, his 
statesmanship, are masterly, but we never held him 
anything but idly heartless with his subtle, delicate 
sneer, and his world-steeped egotism. I remember, 
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I fancy, howerer-^I don't exactly know wliafr— but 
I tbink I once lieai^ that many years ago he was 

passionately in love with some woman who deserted 
or betxayed him ; did yon ever hear anything of it, 
Lucfflef" 

Never!** She started a Httle, and a certain look 
of disquiet and pain shadowed the ey( s which were 
gajong happily and dreamin^y at the flashing fir^ 

rays. 

^'Ahl I dare say not/' said the Countess, with a 
Httle yawn of ennni* ^It was a romantic^ temble 
story, I ima^e ; it was so long befofe my time that 
I never heard any particulars, but very likely it may 
be the reason of his nttor indifference to women. I 
cannot possibly picture Lord Oedl Strathmm loving 

■ 

anything but power, or heeding anj^hing save him- 
self I But you will rebuke me if I say so, ma belle ; 
and since he is so kind to you, I shall do my best to 
believe that there is a heart luider that polished sur- 
face of courtly and ministerial ice." 

lAunUe did not seem scarcely to hear her; her eyes 
were fixed with their gazc^ of vague disquiet on the 
ruddy glisten of the fire-ilamcs. 

^ Betrayed him — deserted him," she muttered, mu- 
singly. Oh, surely no woman could " 

Lady Chessville looked up quickly and scanned 
her f ace^ from which the warm ooloor had faded ; 
and she passed her hand caressingly over Lucille's 
brow as she kxc. 

^^GhM)d night, my lovely child. Do not sit up 
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and think o^er that bygone atory I was aOlj 
enon^ to name to you ; you may be very sure that 
Strathmore has never suffered^ and (I wonld stake 
much) has never loved, even in his early years, 
except, indeed, perhaps, as people — ^tri du monde 
as he is*— do love, which is veiy worthlessly. I will 
not have you waste so nrach of your thoughts and 
tenderness on your guaixLiaii, Lucille — that cold, 
negligent, ambitious man| whose only passion is 
power r* 

Lucille drew slightly away £rom her hand, and a 
faint smile came on her lips. 

You only know Lord Oedl as the world knows 

him, Liidy Cliessville ; lie merits from nie a thousand- 
fold more than all- the gratitude and reverence I can 
give him." 

The Countess looked at her again in silence for a 
moment, then stooped to give lier a light kiss, and 
floated from the chamber. Lucille sat where she had 
feft her, not changing her attitude, but, with her 
head bent forward and her hands lying lightly on her 
bososni gafeed into the hot and glowmg embers of the 
burning wood, with a vague and unknown sadneas 
oppressing her, she knew not why. 

Strathmoie had told her aright that one day suffices 
to destroy for evw the barrier which parts childhood 
from womunliuod; and Lucille had that day lost 
much of the golden radiance of childhood, which 
is happy in its unconsciousness and content in its 
present. But what had dispelled it, was not so much 
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the love which had been proffered to her, which, 
thongh it had startled her for the moment, had had 
80 little hold on her thoa^ta, that it had been shaken 
off from them, leaving nodiing of its significance, 

and hax-ing taught nothing of its knowledge ; it was 
rather this shadowy love of a long dead past, of 
which she had heard to-night, which woke in hor own 
heart an unfamillav [)ain, and made her wistfully 
muse on its meaning and its stoiy. 

For the first time in all her innocent and guarded 
life she felt an intangible disquiet and uneasiness, 
and, nsing, she went, as was her nightly custom, to 
Lady Castlemere's chamber before going to rest— -her 
own apartments had been altered by Strathmore's 
order, and now adjoined his mothers, in the west 
wing of the abbey. She was received with the 
affection which had endrcled her only too tenderly 
from her infancy, and which the peeress in her 
aged years did truly feel to this bright and loving 
duld, who had been given to her care by so dark 
a tragedy, orphaned by her son's own hand, and 
made desolate by his crime. Haughty still to most 
oliheni, his mother was invariably gentle to Ladlle; 
and her hand fondly stroked now the floating silken 
masses of loosened hair, as she lay at her feet in the 
warmth of the fiie^low resting her head against her 
knee ; Lucille loved waimtli and light like any tropic 
bird. 

They were in strange contrast^ the age and the 

youth — the grave and venerable patrician, bowed by 
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the weight of many yearsy while something of the 
file of her saperb womanhood still gleamed from 

her proud .sunken eyes ; and the young girl in all the 
dawning glory of her unspent life, mth the grace of 
childhood in every pliant limb, and the unworn bright- 
ness of cliildliood in the bloom of iier clieek aiid the 
golden light of her hair. 

'^Yon are silent to-night, Lucille I" she said^ 
gently, at last, when some minutes had passed by. 
Where are your thoughts! ** 

The colour stole into her face, and she did not lift 
her head firom where it rested. 

"I was thinking — I was thinking, Madame — of 
what Lady Chessville said just now." 

" And what was that f 
Madame" was the famihar title Lucille had given 
her when too young to pronounce her name, and 
Lady Gastlemere had encouraged her to continue it, 
sinc^ it suppoitcii the foreign extraction from which 
all were led to attribute her birth. 

You can tell me, Madame, did — did Lord Gecil, 
many years ago, ever love any woman who betrayed 
him f " 

l^e hand which lay on her waving tresses moved 
with an involuntary start. Had any been hinting to 
Lucille the outline of that tragedy so long, so scrupu- 
lously, so anxiously concealed from her I — had any 
been unfolding the first pages of that dark history, 
which, opened to her, would reveal to her that the 
hand which she loved, and which chenshed her, was 
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the hand which had slain her father^ as the pitiful 
among men would not have slain a brute ! 

But with the Ij1o(j( 1 of the Sti'atliiuores in her veins, 
his mother had the inscrutable ammtj under trial of 
her Nonnan laoe; and she looked down into the 

girFs wistful eyes with calm surprise. 

'^Why do you a&k^ Lucille I it is a strange 
question." 

**But tell me, is it true? Did he ever love any 
one who was faithless to him I " 

Her voice was yoy earnest, even to tremnlonsness^ 
and in her upraised eyes there was a plaintive anxiety ; 
and her listener saw that entire denial would rather 
increase than lessen the little Lucille could as yet 
know of the truth. 

" Long ago, my love, Strathmore loved unwisely 
and unhappily. But it is a matter so entirely of the 
past, that it is folly to recal it ; and you must never 
allude to it to } our guardian. What was it, Lady 
Chessvilie could tell you ; she was a mfiie child in hia 
eaiiy manhood.'' 

She told mc very little. She said she knew 
nothing; but she had heard of the stoiyy and she 
thought it was the reason why he was now so cold. 
Why should she call him cold ; he is not ? 

^^Not cold in your sense, my dear, but in hers. 
He feels deeply — ^here and there— as he feels for you, 
and for the memory of your father; but Lady Chess- 
Tille means that he has long ago left to younger men 
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the foUies of love, and is entizdj ghrea to political 
life. In her sense she is right.** 

Lucille s head tli'ooped again ; and as the firelight 
flittered on her f aoe^ it wore its unwonted look of 
new disqniet, of brooding and nnanaljsed pain. 

"Oh! how could anv woman betruv Jiirn she 
midf half aloud, with an accent in her voice it had 
never borne before. ^ How conld any one forsake 
hini and make liim suffer — throw away such a trea- 
8ore as his love t " 

Ijady Gaatlemere canght the intonation of the 
words, and stooped to look upon ber face ; a thongbt 
crossed her which filled her with a ghastly and hor- 
rible tenor. Better^ better, she f eh, that Lnciile should 
learn the tmth of that fatal histor}', shrouded from ber 
birth — learn it in all its hideous nakedness, its mer- 
ciless and delibecate crime, and leazn to shrink from 
ihe band she loved and honoured, as the hand stained 
with her father's blood, than that the fear which 
crossed his mother^s thoughts as she looked on ber 
abould ever ripen into truth ! 

" Lucille ! " she said, almost liurriedly, do not let 
your thoughts wander into buried years of which you 
can tell notbin^^ and which can be nothing to you^ 
my child. It is sorrow wasted, to grieve for so long 
dead a thing as your guardian's past. All men lov% 
some wisely, some eacringl^, but love be himself has 
bug abandoned and put aside ; it bad a charm for 
him in his earHer years, but it can never now be any- 
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diing to him^ not ev«ii a regret ; Iberef ore waste no 
regret for him. In the ambitions life of a statesman, 
such weaknesses are quickly forgotten ; associate 
them with Lord Gedl no more than you would 
have thought to do with yonr father, whose place he 
fills." 

Her words were porposdly chosen; and Lucille 
listened sOently, her head bent, her eyes gazing at 
the falling embers, the warm colour in her face 
wavering. The vague pain still weighed upon her, 
and each syllable fell chilly on her, like the touch 
of a cold blast ; the last yet more than any. 

Lucille 1 look at me," said his mother, anxiously. 

The terror which had floated through her mind 
strengthened with that silence, and the shadows 
which flickered oyer the face she watched. Lucille 
raised her head with a half-broken sigh, and her fair 
eyes looked upwards to her gaze, guiltless, fearless, 
trustful, even while their natural sadness was deep- 
ened: the fear which had seized on her watcher 
was slaked for the time; if it had grounds, as she 
prayed it might neyer haye, she saw that Lucille, at 
the least, as yet knew nothing of her own secret She 
bent and kissed her. 

" Go to your bed now, my darling ; it is late, and 
you are used to early hours at SilverHrest And, 
LudDe, the question you haye asked of me you will 
not ask of others 1 — ^it would displease your guar- 
dian." 
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A faint, proud smile, tender and mournful, came 
on Lucllle's lips as she arose : 

^Ohl Madame^ jaa are wm Ins name is too 
sacred te to talk of it idly wifih any! I wonld 
never have asked of Lord Cecil's past of any one save 

And liis mother kneWf as the girl's good-night 
caress lingered on her brow, that Lucille spoke 
the tmth; that unless any lemorseless hand toie 
down the veil which hid the past, and forced upon 
her sight the secret which it shrouded, her lofty 
and delicate nature would never imperil its own 
peace hy restless search or cnrions interrogation. 
Yet the new and different fear which had arisen 
in lier that night for the first time could not be 
banished ; and, as she sat in solitade, she shnddeced 
at the memory with which a long and varied life • 
supplied her — ^the memory of how often, baffling 
men's justice and men's expiation, the harvest of the 
past, sown by the guilty, is reaped by the guiltless, 
and the curse of sin lies in wait to prey on the in- 
nocent. 

In her own chamber, Lndlle did not at once 
obey the words which had bade her seek rest. She 
dismissed her attendant earlier than nsoal, and 
stood alone gazing into the embers of the hearth, 
' while the little spaniel which had loved her father 
nestled to her bosom, and her eyes grew dark and 
hnmid in deep and dreaming thought. This canse- 
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less pain was on her still; she oonld not have tdd 
why. 

A long-drawn breath, broken as a sigh, uncon- 
sciously parted her lips as she turned at last from 
watching the wood-sparks fall in showers on the 
crimson ashesy kid the little dog down upon his 
cuahionsy and, moying to the nearest window, drew 
the curtains aside, and looked out at the night. It 
was almost a habit with her : from infancy she had 
loyed to watch the stars shining over the face of the 
ocean, which had been to her a living poem, a never- 
ending joy, a divine mystery, a beloved friend ; here 
the distant sea was hidden by stretches of wood and 
hill, but its familiar murmurs reached her ear upon 
the stillness, and the stars were many in the (cloudless 
skies. She stood looking oat into the brilliant night, ' 
• over the vast forests and the monastic ruins of White 
Ladies — those silent yet eloquent relics of a long- 
dead past^Tas the moonlight shone through shivered 
arch and ivy«covered aisle^ on crumbling cloisters 
and decaying altar-stones, memorials of a religion 
and (I race whose place now knew them no more. 
Below her windows ran the cedar-terratoe, white and 
broad in the moonlight, with the roses growing over 
its balustrade, and covering its pavement; and the 
fantastic coils and branches of their f ohage caught 
her eyes, and brought the memory of Strathmore'a 
action, and of Strathmore's words : 

He called them ^the flowers of oi^e^ the floweirs 
of secresy ; ' perhaps he associates them with iUr/' 
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she thought. "Oh I how can they say he never 
suf ered how can they knowt His love must have 
been so strongs and his suffering as great! Who 
could she be, that guilty woman^ who could give him 
misery and betrayal 

And the dangerous thoughtS| which wande]:e4 
dimly and blindly towards a dark and unknown 
past, filled her heart with their pain and her eyes 
with their tears — tears rare and unfamiliar, which 
gathered there, but did not f alL 

Then she turned away from the silvered Hght 
lying on the sward, and leaving in deeper shadow the 
masses of the woodland ; it looked chill and mournful 
to her — and, kneeling down beside her bed, while the 
glow of the warm wood-fire gleamed on her loosened 
hair and on her young bowed head, Lucille prayed 
her nightly prayer to €h)d, for him whom she knew 
only as her fathers friend. 
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